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THE DEATH OF WALLENS^l^"^ ^ 

* [^WALT^NSTETN. , 

How fared it witli tihie brave and royal' l^durbor 
Who sold himself unto his country’s foes, ; 

And pierced the bosom of his father-land ? 

Curses were his reward,' and men’s abhorrence 
Avenged th’ unnatural and revolting deed. 

ILLO. 

Is that thy case ? , 

W’^ALLlS^STElN. 

True faith, I tell thee, 

IVIust ever be the dearest friend of man : 

His nature prompts him to assert its rights. 

The enmity of sects, the rage of parties. 

Long cherish’d envy, jealousy, — unite ; 

And all the struggling elements of evil 
Suspend their conflict, and togetlier league 
] n one alliance ’gainst their common foe— 

The savage beast that breaks into the fold. 

Where men repose in confldence and peace. 

For vain w'ere man’s own prudence to protect him. 

’Tis only in the forejiiead nature plants 
The w’atrhful eye — the back, veitnout defence. 

Must find its shield in man’s fidelity. 

TEBZEV. 

' Think not more meanly of thyself than do 
Thy foes, who stretch their hands with joy to greet thee. 
Less scrupulous far was the Imperial Chiles, 

The powerful head of this illustrious house ; 

With open arms he gave the Bourbon welcome ; 

For still by policy the world is ruled.] 


Who 

For 


* Scene VII. 

these enter the Countess Tebzkt. 
'^9 WALLENSTEIN. 

you ? There is no business h^ 


COUNTESS. 

; aiil-a&me to bid you joy. 

WALLENSTEIN. 
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COUNTESS. 

Come I perhaps too early ? I hope not. 

WAIXENSTETN. 

Set not this tongue upon me, I entreat you : 

You know it is the weapon that destroys me. 

J am routed, if a woman hut attack me : 

1 cannot traffic in the trade of words 
Witlj that unreasoning sex, 

- OOUNTisR. 

• I had already 

Given the Bohemians a king. 

WALLENSTEi N (srt rcasti cally). 

They have one, 

In consequence, no doubt. 

COUNTESS (to the others). 

Ha ! Avkat new scruple ? 

TKRZKY. 

'J’he Duke will not. 

COUNTESS. 

He will not what ho viust ! 


ILI.O. 

Ft lies with you now. Try. For I am silenced, 
When fedks begin to talk to me of conscience, 
And of fidelity. 

COUNTESS. 

How ? then, when all 
Lay in the far-off distance, when tlie road 
Stretch’d out before thine eyc.s interminably. 
Then hadst thou courage and resolve ; and now, 
Now that the dream is being realized, 

The purpose ripe, the issue ascertain’d, 

Dost thou begin to play the dastard now ? 
Plann’d merely, ’tis a common felony; 
Accomplish’d, an immortal undertaking : 

And with success comes pardon hand in hand ; 
For all event is God’s arbitrement. 

SEBVANT (enters). 

The Colonel Piccolomini. 

COUNTESS (hastily). 

— Must wait. 



so. vn.] ^TFIE ^DEATU OF WALLENSTEIN. SOT 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I cannot see liiin now. AnotJier time. 

, SERVANT. 

But for two minutes he entreats an audience : 

Of tlio most urgent nature is his business. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Who knows what he may^bring us ! I iviU hear him. 

COUNTESS {lailffjis). 

Urgent for him, no doubt ? but tiiou may’st wait. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What is it ? 

COUNTESS 

Thou shalt be inform’d hereafter. 

First let the Swede and thee bo compromised. 

[Exit Sebvanx. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

If there were yet a choice ! if yet some milder 
AVay of escape were possible — ^1 still 
Will choose it, and avoid the last extreme. 

COUNTESS. 

Desirest thou nothing further? Such a way 
Lies still before thee. Send this Wrangel off. 

Forget thou thy old hopes, cast far away 
All thy past life ; determine to commence 
A new one. Virtue hath her heroes too, 

As well as fame and fortune. — To Vienna 
Hence — to the Emperor — kneel before the throne ; 

Take a full coffer with thee — say aloud, 

Thou didst but wish to prove tby fealty ; 

Thy whole intention but to du^je the Swede. 

ILLO. 

For that too ’tis too late. They know too much ; 

He would but bear his own head to the block. 

COUNTESS. 

I fear not that. Tliey have not evidence 
To attaint him legally, and Ihey avoid 
'J’he avowal of an arbitrary power. 

Tli(3y‘ll let the Luke resign without disturbance. 

I see how all will end. The King of Hungary 

X 2 
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Makes liis appearaiK^e, and ’twill of itself 
Be understood, that then the Duke retires 
There will not want a formal declaration : 

The young King will administer the oath 
To the whole army ; and so all returns 
To the old position. On some morrow moming 
The Duke departs ; and now ’tis stir and bustlo 
Within his castles. He will hunt, and build ; 
Superintend his horsey’ pedigrees, 

Creates himself a court, gives golden keys. 

And introducetli strictest ceremony 
In line proportions, and nice etiquette ; 

Koei>8 open table with high cheer : in brief, 
Cominenccth mighty King — ^in miniature. 

And while he prudently demeans himself, 

And gives himself no actual importance, 

Tie will be let appear whate’er he likes : 

And who dares doubt, that Fricdland will appear 
A mighty Prince to his last dying hour > 

Well now, what then? Duke Fiiedland is as otliers, 
A tire-new Koble, whom the wm* liath raised 
To price and cuiTency, a Jonah’s gourd, 

An over^niglit (jreation of court-favour, 

Which with an undistinguishable ease 
Makes Baron or makes Prince. 

WALLENSTEIN {iti extreme affitation). 

Take her aw’ay. 

Let in the young Count Piccolomini. 

COUNTESS. 

Art thou in earnest? I entreat thee ! Canst thou 
Consent to bear thyself to thy own grave, 

So ignorainiousiy to be dried up ? 

Thy life, that arrogated such an height 
To end in such a nothing ! To be notliing, 

When one was always nothing, is an evil 
That asks no stretch of patience, a light evil ; 

But to become a nothing, having been— — 

W'ALT.ENSTEIN {staris tip ifi violent a(jitation\ 
Show^ me a way out of this stifling crowd, 

Ye powers of Aidanee ! Show me such a way 
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As / am capable of going. I 

Am 110 tongue-hero, no fine virtue-prattler ; 

1 cannot waim by thinldng ; cannot say 
To tlie good luck that turns her back upon me, 
Magnanimously ; “Go; I need thee not.” 

Cease I to work, I am annihilated. • 

Dangers nor sacrifices will I shun, 

If so I may avoid the last ei^treme ; 

But ere I sink down into nothingness. 

Leave off so little, who began so Ip'eat, 

Ero that the world confuses me with those 
Poor wretches, whom a day creates and ciTimbles, 

This age and after ages speak my name 

With hate and dread ; and Friedland be redemption 

For each accursed deed. 

COUNTESS. 

* Wliat is there here, then, 

So against nature ? Help me to iierceive it ! 

O let not Superstitions nightly goblins 
Subdue thy clear bright spirit ! Art thou bid 
To murder ? — with abhorr’d, accui*sed poniard, 

To violate tlie breasts that nourish’d thee ? 

. That tcvr(?*against our nature, that might aptly 

Make thy flesh shudder, and thy whole heart sicken t- 
Yet not a few, and for a meaner object, 

Have ventured even this, ay, and perform’d it. 

What is there in thy case^ so black and monstrous ? 

Thou art acoused of treason — whether with 
Or without justice is not now the question — 

'I’hou art lost if thou dost not avail thee quickly 

Of the power which thou possessest — Friedland ! Duke ! 

Tell me where lives that thing so meek and tame, 

That doth not all his living faculties 

* Could 1 have hazarded such a Germauism, as the use of the word after- 
world, for posterity, — “Es sprcche Welt und Ifachcdt meiiien Namen’’— 
miglit have been rendered with more literal iidclity : — Let world and after- 
world speak out niy name, etc. 

I have not ventured to oftront the fastidious delicacy of our age with a 
literal translation of this lino, 

werth 

Die Eingeweidc schaudenid aufzuregcn. 
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Put forth in prcsorvation of his life ? 

What deed so darinj?, which necessity 
And desperation will not sanctify ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Once was this Ferdinand so gracious to me ; 

He loTcd me ; he esteem’d me ; I was placed 
The nearest to his heart. Full many a time 
We like familiar friends, boliii one hible, 

Have banqueted together. He and I — 

And the young kings themselves held me the bason 
Wherewith to wash me— and is’t come to this ? 

COUNTESS. 

So faithfully preservest thou each small favour, 

And hast no memory for contumelies ? 

Must I remind thee, how at Ucgoriisbiirg 
Tliis man repaid thy faithful services ? 

All ranks and all conditions in the empire 
Thou hadst wronged, to make him great, — ^hadst loaded on 
thee, 

On thee, the hate, the curse of the whole world, 

!No friend existed for thee in all Germany, 

And why ? because thou hadst existed only 
For the Emperor. To the Emperor alone 
Clung Friedland in that storm which gather’d round him 
At Hegensburg in the Diet — and he dropp’d thee ! 

He let thee fall ! he lot thee fall a victim 
To the Bavarian, to that insolouc t 
Deposed, stript bare of all thy dignity 
And power, amid the taunting of thy foes, 

Thou wert let drop into obscurity.— 

Say not, the restoration of thy honour 
Has made atonement for that first injustice. 

No honest good-will was it that replaced thee ; 

The law of hard necessity replaced thee. 

Which they had fain opposed, but that they could not 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Not to their good wishes, that is certain, 

Nor yet to his affection I’m indebted 
For this high office ; and if I abuse it 
1 shall therein abuse no confidence. 
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COUNTESS. 

Affection ! confidence ! — ^they needed thee. 

Necessity, impetuous remonstrant I 

Who not with empty names, or shows of proxy, 

Is served, who’ll have the thing and not the symbol. 
Ever seeks out the greatest and the best, 

And at the rodder places /tm, e’en tlioogh 
She had been forced to tak^ him from the rabble— 
She, this Necessity, it \?as tlmt placed tbee 
In this high office ; it was she that gave thee 
Thy letters patent of inauguration. 

For, to the uttermost moraeiii that they can, 

This race still help themselves at cheapest rate 
With slavish souls, with puppets ! At the approach 
Of extreme peril, when a hollow image 
Is found a hollow image and no more, 

Then falls the power into the mighty hands 
Of Nature, of the spirit gkmt-boni. 

Who listens only to himself, knows nothing 
Of stipulations, duties, reverences, 

And, like the emancipated force of fire, 

Unmaster’d scorches, ere it reaches them, 

Their fine-spun webs, their artificial policy. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

*Tis true ! they saw me always as I am — 

Always ! I did not cheat them in tlie bargain. 

I never held it worth niy pains to hide 
The bold all-grasping habit of my soul. 

COUNTESS 

Nay rather— thou hast ever 8ho^vn thyself 
A formidable man, without restraint ; 

Hast exercised the full prerogatives 
Of thy impetuous nature, which had been 
Once granted to thee. Therefore, Duke, not thou 
Who hast still remained consistent with thyself, 

But they are in the wTong, who fearing thee, 
Entrusted such a power in hand they fear’d. 

For, by the laws of Spirit, in the right 

Is every individual character 

That acta in strict consistence with itself. 



S12 TITE DEATH OF WALLENSTEIN. [aOT I. 

Self contradiction is the only wrong. 

Wert thou another being, Uien, when thou 
Eight years ago pursuedst thy march with fire, 

And sword, and desolation, through the Circles 
Of Germany, the universal scourge, 

Didst mock all ordinances of the empire. 

The fearful lights of strength alone cxertedst, 

Trampledst to earth each ranlc, each magistracy, 

All to extend thy Sultan’s domination ? 

Then was the time to break thee in, to curb 
Thy haughty will, to teach thee ordinance. 

J3ut no, the Emperor felt no touch of conscience '; 

What served him pleased him, and without a murmur 
He stamp’d his broad seal on these lawless deeds. 

What at that time was right, because thou didst it 
For him, to day is all at once become 
Opprobrious, foul, because it is directed 
Agaimt him . — 0 most flimsy superstition ! 

WALLENSTEIN {rising). 

I never saw it in this light before, 

’Tis even so. The Emperor pei'petrated 
Deeds through ray arm, deeds most unorderly. 

And even this prince’s mantle, which I weai', 

I owe to what were services to him, 

But most high misdemeanors ’gainst the empire. 

COUNTESS. 

Then hetwixt thee and liim (confess it Friedland !) 

The point can he no more oi right and duty. 

Only of power and the opportunity. 

That opportunity, lo ! it comes yonder 
Approaching with swift steeds ; then with a swing 
Throw thyself up into the chariot-seat, 

Seize with firm hand tlie reins, ere thy opponent 
Anticipate thee, and himself make conquest 
Of the now empty seat. The moment comes ; 

It is already here, when thou must write 
The absolute total of thy life’s vast sum. 

The constellations stand victorious o’er thee, 

The planets shoot good fortune in fair junctions, 

And tell thee, “ Now’s the time 1 ” The stany courses 
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Hast thou thj life-long measured to no purpose ? 

The quadrant and the circle, were they playthings ? 

[Pointing to the different objects in the room 
The zodiacs, the rolling orbs of heaven, 

Hast pictured on these Walls, and all around thee 
111 dumb, foreboding symbo • . hast thou placed 
These seven presiding LonU of Destiny — 

For toys ? Is all this prejyu'ation nothing ? 

Is there no maiTOw in tliis hollow art, 

That even to thyself it doth avail 
Nothing, and has no influence over thee 

In the great moment of decision ? 

WAJ-.LENSTEIN (during this last speech walks up and down 
with inward struggles^ labouring with passion ; stops sud- 
denly^ stands still, then interrupting the Countess), 

Send Wraiigel to me — I will instantly 

Despatch three couriers 

ILLO (hurrying out). 

God in he.aven be praised ! 

"WALLENSTEIN. 

It is his evil genius and mine. 

Our evil genius ! It chastises him 
Through me, the instrument of his ambition ; 

And I expect no less, than thartlevenge 
E’en now is whetting for my breast the poniard. 

Who sows the seipent’s teeth, let him not hope 
To reap a joyous harvest. Every crime 
Has, in the moment of its perpetration, 

Its own aven^ng angel— dark misgiving. 

An ominous sinking at the inmost heart. 

He can no longer trust me — ^Then no longer 
Can I retreat— so come that which must come. — 

Still destiny preserves its due relations, 

Tlie heart within us is its absolute 

Vicegerent. [To Teazet. 

Go, conduct you Gustave Wraiigel 
To my state-cabinet. — Myself will speak to 
The couriers. — And despatch immediately 
A serviuit for Octavio Piccolomini. 

[To the Countess, who cannot conceal her triumph. 

No exultation ! woman, triumph not ! 
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For jealous are the Powers of Destiny. 

Joy premature, and shouts ere vict-ory, 

Encroach upon their rights and privileges. 

We sow the seed, and they the growth determine. 

hd is making hia exit the curtain drops * 


ACT* It 
• Scene L 

Scene, as in the preceding Act. 
Wallenstein, Octavio Piccolomini. 
WALLENSTEIN {comilig foncard in conversation). 
He sends me word from Linz, that he lies sick ; 
But I have sure intelligence, that he 
Secretes himself at Fruuenberg with G alias. 

Secure them both, and send them to me hither. 
Bemember, thou takest on thee the command 
Of those same Spanish regiments,-— constantly 
Make preparation, and ho never ready ; 

And if they urge thee to draw out against me, 

Still answer yes, and stand as thou wert fetter’d. 

I know, that it is doing thee a service 
To keep thee out of action in this business. 

Thou lovest to linger on in fair appearances ; 

Steps of extremity are not thy province, 

Therefore have I sought out this part for tliee. 
Thou wilt this time be of most service to me 
By thy inertness. The mean time, if fortune 
Declare itself on my side, thou wilt know 
What is to do. 

Enter Max. Piccolomini. 

Now go, Octavio. 

This night must thou be off, take my own horses : 
Him here I keep with me — make fidiort farewell — 
Trust me, I think, we all shall meet again 
In joy and thriving fortunes. 

OCTAVIO (fo his son). 

1 shall see you 


Yet ere I go. 
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Scene IT. 

Wallenstein, Max. Piccolomini. - 
MAX', [advances to hitn). 

My General ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Tliat I am»iio longer, if 
Thou stylest thyself the Emperor a officer. 

MAX. 

Then thou wilt leaye the army. General ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I have renounced the service of the Emperor. 

ILIX. 

And lliou wilt leave the army ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Bather hope I 

To bind it nearer still and fester to me. 

[He seats himse^. 

Yes, Max., I have delay’d to open it to thee, 

Even till the hour of acting *gihs to strike. 

Youth’s fortunate feeling doth seize easily 
The absolute right, yea, and a joy it is 
To exercise tlie single apprehension 
Wlierc the sums square in proof ; 

But where it happens, tliat of two sure evils 
One must be taken, where the heart not whoHy 
Brings itself back from out the strife of duties, 

There ’tis a blessing to have no election, 

And blank necessity is grace and favour. 

— This is now present : do not look behind tliee,— 

It can no more avail thee. Look thou forwards 1 
Think not ! judge not ! prepare thyself to act I 
The Court — it hath determined on my ruin, 

Therefore I will he beforehand with them. 

We’ll join the Swedes — right gallant fellows are they. 

And our good friends. 

[He stojps himself, ecepecting Piccolomint’s answer. 
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I have ta’en thee by surprise. Answer me not. 

I grant thee time to recollect thyself. 

[ffe rises j retires at the hack of the stage. Max. re* 
wains for a long time motionless^ in a trance of 
excessive anguish. At his first motion Wallen- 
stein returns, and places himself before him, 

max. 

My General, this day thou mhkast me 
Of age to speak in my own right and person, 

For till this day I have been spared the trouble 
To find out my own road. Thee have I follow’d 
With most implicit unconditional faith, 

Sure of the right path if I follow’d thee. 

To-day, for the lirst time, dost thou refer 
Me to myself, and forcest rne to make 
Election between thee and my owm heart. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Soft cradled thee thy Fortune till to day ; 

Thy duties thou couldst exercise in sport, 

Indulge all lovely instincts, act for ever 
With undivided heart. It can remain 
No longer thus. Like enemies, the roads 
Start from each other. Duties strive with duties. 

Thou must needs choose thy party in the war 
Which is now’ kindling ’twixt thy friend and him 
“Who is thy Emperor. 

MAX. 

War ! is that the name ? 

"War is as frightful as heaven’s pestilence. 

Yet it is good, is it heaven s will as that is. 

Is that a good war, which against the Emperor 
Thou wagest with the Emperor’s own army? 

0 God of heaven ! what a change is this. 

Beseems it me to offer such persuasion 
To thee, who like the fix’d stai’ of the pole 
Wert all I gazed at on life’s trackless ocean ? 

O ! what a rent thou makest in my heart ! 

The ingrain’d instinct of old reverence, 

The holy hahit of obediency. 

Must I pluck live asunder from thy name ? 
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• * 

Nay, do not turn tliy countenance upon me — 

It always was, as a god looking upon me ! 

Duke Wallenstein, its power has not departed * 

The senses still are in thy bonds, although, 

Bleeding, the soul hath freed itself. 

WALI.ENSTEIN. 

Max., hear me. 


0 ! do it not, I pray theb, do it not ! 

There is a pure and noble soul within thee, 

Knows not of this unblcst unlucky doing. 

Thy Avill is chaste, it is thy fancy only 
Which hath polluted thee — ^and innocence, 

It will not let itself be driven away 

From that world-awing aspect. ^ Thou wilt not, 

Thou canst not end in this. It would reduce 
All human creatures to disloyalty 
Against the nobleness of their own nature. 

’Twill justify the vulgar misbelief, 

Which holdeth nothing noble in free will, 

And trusts itself to impotence alone, 

Made powerful only in an unknown power. 

WALLENSTE/N. 

The world will judge me sternly, I expect it. 

Already have I said to my own self 

All thou canst say to mo. Who but avoids 

The exfreme, can he by going round avoid it ? 

But hero there is no choice. Yes — I must use 
Or suffer violence — so stands the case. 

There remains nothing possible but that. 

MAX. 

O that is never possible for thee ! 

Tis the last desperate resource of those 

Cheap souls, to w^hom their honour, their good name 

Is their poor saving, their last worthless keep, 

Which having staked and lost, they stake themselves 
In the mad rage of gaming. Thou art rich, 

And glorious ; with an impolluted heai't 

Thou canst make conquest of whato’er seems highest ! 

But he, who once hath acted infamy, 

Does nothing more in this world. 
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"VTALLENSTEiJT (grmps his hand). 

Calmly, Max. 1 

Much that is great aud excellent vdll we 
Perform together yet. And if we only 
Stand on the height Avith dignity, ’tis soon 
Forgotten, Ma\., by what road we ascended. 

Believe me, many a crown shines spotless now, 

Tliat yet was deeply sullied is. the winning. 

To the evil spirit doth the eartli Delong. 

Kot to the good. All, tJhat the powers divine 
Send from above, are universal blessings : 

Their light rejoices us, their air refreshes. 

But never yet was man enrich’d by them : 

In their eternal realm no property 

Is to be struggled for — all tliere is general. 

The jewel, the all-valued gold wo win 

From the deceiving Powers, depraved in nature. 

That dwell beneath the day and blessed sun-light. 

Not witliout sacrifices are they render’d 
Propitious, and there lives no soul on eartli 
That e’er retired unsullied from their service. 

MAX. 

Whate’er is human, to the human being 
Do 1 allow — and to the vehement 
And striving spirit readily I pardon 
The excess of action ; but to thee, my General ! 

Above all others make I large coiicession. 

For thou must move a world, and he the master — 

He kills thee, who condemns thee to inaction. 

So be it then ! maintain thee in tliy post 
By violence. Resist the Emperor, 

And if it must be, force with force repel : 

I will not praise it, yet I can forgive it. 

But not — ^not to the traitor — yes ! — the word 
Is spoken out 

Not to the traitor can I yield a pardon. 

That is no mere excess ! that is no error 
Of human nature— that is wholly different, 

O that is black, black as the pit of hell ! 

[Wallenstein betrays a sudden agitation. 
Thou canst not hear it named, and wilt thou do it ? 
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0 turn back to thy duty. That thou canst, 

1 hold it certain. Send me to Vienna : 

111 make thy peace for thee with the Emperor. 

He knows thee not. ' But I do know thee. He 
Shall see thee, Duke ! with my unclouded eye, 

And I bring back his confidence to thee. 

W’ALLBNSTEIN. 

It is too late ! Thou knowest not what has happen'd. 

MAX. 

Were it too late, and were things gone so far, 

That a crime only could prevent thy fall, 

Then — ^fall ! fall honourably, even as thou stood’st. 

Lose the command. Go from the stage of war. 

Thou canst with splendour dolt — do it too 
With innocence. Thou hast lived much for otliers, 

At length live thou for thy own self. I follow thee. 

My destiny I never part from thine. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

It is too late ! Even now, while thou art losing 
Tliy words, one after the other are tlie mile-stones 
Left fast behind by my post couriei’S, 

Who bear the order on to Prague and Egra. 

[Max. stands as convuhedj with a gesture and counte- 
nance expressing the snost intense anguish. 

Yield tliyself to it. We act as we are forced- 

I cannot give assent to my own shame 

And ruin. Thou — ^no — thou canst not forsake me ! 

So let us do, what must be done, with dignity. 

With a firm step. What am I doing worse 
Than did famed Caesar at the Rubicon, 

When be the legions led against his country, 

The which his countiy had delivered to him *? 

Had he thrown down the sword, he had been lost, 

As I were, if I but disarm’d myself. 

I trace out something in me of this spirit ; 

Give me his luck, that other thing I’ll bear, 

[Max. quits him abruptly. Wallenstein startled and 
overpowered, continues looJdng after him^ and is still in 
this posture when Teuzky enters. 
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Scene III. 

Wallenstein, Teezky, 

TEEZKY. 

Max. Piccolomini just left you t 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Where is Wrangel ? 

TEEZiTY.^, 

He is already gone. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

In such a huny ? 

TEEZKY. 

It is as if the earth had swallow’d him. 

He had scarce left thee, when I went to seek him. 

I wish’d some words with him — but he w as gone. 

How, when, and where, could no one tell me. Nay, 

I half believe it was the devil himself; 

A human creature could not so at once 
Have vanish’d. 

ILLO (entm). 

Is it true that thou w ilt send 

Octavio ? 

TEEZKY. 

How, Octavio ! Whither send liim ? 


WALI.ENSTEIN. 

He goes to Frauenhurg, and will lead hither 
The Spanish and Italian regiments. 

ILLO. 

No! 

Nay, Heaven forbid ! 

W’ALLENSTEIN. 

And why should Heaven forbid ? 

ILLO. 

Him ! — ^that deceiver 1 Wouldst thou trust to him 
The soldiery ? Him wilt thou let slip from thee, 

Now in the very instant that decides us 


TEEZKY. 


Thou wilt not do tliis ! — ^No ! I pray thee, no ! 


WALLENSTEIN. 


Ye are whimsical. 



8c. in.] 


TOT. DEATH OF WALLENSTEIN* 


asi 


3LLO. 

0 but for this time, Duke, 

Yield to our warning ! Let him not depart. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

And why should I not trust him only this time. 

Who have always trusted him ? What, then, has happen'd. 
That I should lose my good opinion of him ? 

In comidaisarice to your whkns, not my own, 

I must, forsooth, give up’a rooted judgment. 

Think not T am a woman. Having trusted him 
E’en till to-day, to-day too will 1 trust him. 

TEBZKY. 

Must it be he — ^he only ? Send another. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

It must be he, whom 1 myself have chosen ; 

He is well fitted for the business. Tliereforo 
1 gave it him. 

ILLO. 

Because he's an Italian — 

Therefore is he ivell fitted for the business 1 

Wallenstein, 

I know you love them not — ^nor sire nor son — 

Because that I esteem them, love them — visibly 
Esteem them, love them more than you and others, 
hVen as they merit. Tlierefore arc they eye-blights, 
Thorns in your foot-path. But your jealousies, 

3n what affect they me or my concerns? 

Are tliey the worse to ine because you hate them ? 

Love or hate one another as you will, 

I leave to each man his own moods and likings ; 

Yet know the worth of each of you to me. 

ILLO. 

Von Queatenherg, while lie was here, was always 
Lurking about with this Octavio. 

WAIXENSTEIN- 

It happen’d with my knowledge and permission. 

ILIA5. 

I know that secret messengers came to him 
From Gallas 
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WALLENSTEIN. 

That's Dot true. 


ILI.O. 

0 thou art blind, 

With thy deep-seeing eyes I 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Thou wilt not shake 

faith for me — ^my faith, which founds itself 
On the profoundest science. Ii ’tis false. 

Then the whole science of the stars is false ; 
h’or know, I have a pledge from Fate itself, 

Tliat he is the most faithful of my friends. 

ILLO. 

Hast thou a pledge, tliat this pledge is not false ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

There exist moments in the life of man, 

When he is nearer the great Soul of the world 
Tluui is man’s custom, and possesses freely 
The power of questioning his destiny : 

And such a moment ’twas, when in the night 
Before the action in the plains of Lutzen, 

Leaning against a tree, thoughts crowding thoughts, 
I look’d out fiu* upon the ominous plain. 

My whole life, past and future, in this moment 
Before my mind’s eye glided in procession, 

And to the destiny of the next morning 
The spirit, fiird with anxious presentiment, 

Did knit tJie most removed futurity. 

Then said I also to myself, “ So many 

Dost thou command. They follow all thy stars 

And as on some great number set their All 

Upon thy single hood, and only man 

The vessel of thy fortune. Yet a day 

Will come, when Destiny shall once more scatter 

All these in many a several direction : 

Few be they who will stand out faithful to thee.” 

I yeaiji’d to know which one was faithfullest 
Of all, this camp included. Great Destiny, 

Give me a sign ! And he shall be the man, 

Who, OD the approaching morning, comes the first 
'To meet me wi& a token of his love: “ ' 
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And tliinking this, I frll into a shimher. 

Then midmost in the battle was I led 
In spiwt. Great the pressure and the tumult ! 
Then was my horse lull’d under me : I sank ; 

And over me away, all unconcernedly, 

Drove horse and rider — and thus trod to pieces 
I lay, and panted like a dying man ; 

Then seized me suddenH' saviour arm ; 

It was Octavio's — I awoke at once, 

*Twas broad day, and Octavio stodil before me. 

“ My brother,” said he, “ do not ride to-day 
The dapple, as you’re wont; but mount the horse 
Which 1 havo chosen for thee. Do it, hrotVier ! 

In love to me. A strong dream warn’d me so.” 

It was the swdftnoss of this hprso tliat snatch’d me 
From the hot pursuit of Bannier’s dragoons. 

JMy cousin rode the dapple on that day. 

And never more saw 1 or horse or rider. 

ILLO. 

That was a chance. 


WALLENSTEIN {niguijicanlhj). 

There’s no su(‘h thing as chance ; 
f And what to us seems merest accident 
springs from the deepest source of destiny.] 

In brief, ’tis sign'd and scal’d that this Octavio 
Is my good angel — and now no word more. 

[He is retiring. 


^ ' TERZKY. 

This is my comfort — Max. remains our hostage. 

ILLO. 

And he shall never stir from hero alive. 

WALLENSTEIN (sfops and turns himself round). 
Are ye not like the women, w’ho for ever 
Only recur to their first word, although 
One had been talking reason by the hour! 

Know, that the human being’s thoughts and deeds 
Are not like ocean billows, blindly moved. 

The inner world, his rnicrocosiuus, is 
The deep shaft, out of which they spring eternally. 
^^*^7 certain laws, like the tree’s fruit — 

chance can metamorphose theuL 

Y 2 
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Have I the human kernel first examined ? 

Then I know, too, the future will and action. {Exeunt, 

Scene IV. 

Cliamher in the residence of Piccolomivi. 

Octavio Piccolomini {attired for traveUing), an Adjutant. 

{ OCTAVIO. 

Is the detachment here ? 

ADJUTANT. 

, It waits below'. 

OCTAVIO. 

And are the soldiers trusty. Adjutant? 

Say, from wlnit regiment hast thou chosen them ? 

ADJUTANT. 

‘ From Tiefeiibach s 

OCTAVIO. 

ITiat regiment is loyal, 

Keep them in silence in the inner court, 
l^nseeii by all, and wlien the signal peals 
Then close the doors, keep watch upon the house, 

And all ye meet be instantly arrested. [Exit Adjutant- 
1 hope indeed I shall not need their service, 

So cerbiin fool I of my well laid plans ; 

But when ail empire s safety is at stake 
Twere better too much caution than too little.] 

SCEI'E V. 

A Chamber in PiccoLOMiNi's Diced Ibig-House, 

Octavio Piccolohini, Isolaki, entering. 

ISOIANI. 

Here am I - Well ! wdio comes yet of the others? 

OCTAVIO (icilh an air of mystery). 

But, first, a word with you, Count Tsolani. 

isoLANi {assuming the same air of mystery). 

Will it explode, ha? — Is the Duke about 

To make the attempt? In me, friend, you may place 

Full confidence. — Nay, put me to the proof. 

OCTAVIO. 

That may hajjpen. 

ISOLANI, 

Noble brother, T am 

Not one of those men wlio in words are valiant, 
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And when it comes to action skulk away. 

The Duke has acted towards me as a friend. 

God know’s it is so ; and I owe him aJl 

He may rely on my fidelity. 

OCTAVIO. 

That will he seen hereafter. 

ISOULXI. 

, • Be on your guard, 

All think not as I think : and there are many 
Who still hold with the Court — ^yes, and they say 
That those stolen signatures hind them to nothing 

Q OCTAVIO. 

Indeed ! Pray name to me the chiefs that lliink so. 

TSOLANI. 

Plague on them ! all the GeVmans think so ; 

Esterhazy, Kaunitz, Deodati, too, 

Insist upon ohedieiico to the Court.] 

OCTAVIO. 

I am rejoiced to hear it. 

ISOLAXI. 

You rejoice ! 

OCTAVIO. 

That the Emperor has yet such gallant servants, 

And loving friends. 

ISOLANI. 

Nay, jeer not, I entreat you. 

Ihey ore no such worthless fellows, I assure you. 

OCTAVIO. 

I am assured already. God forbid 

That I should jest ! — In veiy serious earnest, 

I am rejoiced to see an honest cause 
So strong. 

isor*\Ni. 

The Devil ! — what : — why, what means this? 
Are you not, then For what, then, am I here? 

OCTAVIO. 

That you may make full declaration, whether 
You will be call’d the friend or enemy 
Of the Emperor. 

ISOI.AN1 (ivith an air of defiance). 

That declaration, friend. 
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I’ll make to him in whom a right is placed 
To put that question to me. 

OCTAVIO. 

Whether, Count, 

That right is mine, this paper may instruct you. 

ISOLANI {^tamviering), 

"Why, — why — what! this is tlie Emperors hand and seal! 

^ [Ileads, 

^‘Wlacrcas, the officers -collectively 
Throughout our army will obey the orders 
Of the Lieutenant* Geneml Piccolomini. 

As from ourselves.’* Hem ! — ^YesI so!— Yes! yes! — 

I — I give you joy, Lieutenant-General ! 

OCTAVIO. 

And you submit you to the order ? 

ISOLAKI. 

I 

But you have taken me so by surprise — 

Time for reflection one mmt have 

OCTAVIO. 

Two minutes. 


ISOLANI. 

My God ! But then the case is 

OCTAVIO. 

Plain and simple. 

You must declare you, whcthcx* you determine 
To act a trciison ’gjunst your Lord and Sovereign, 

Or whether you will serve him faithfully. 

ISOLANI. 

Treason ! — ^My God ! — But vrho talks then of treason ? 

OCTAVIO. 

That is the case. The Prince-duke is a traitor — 
Means to lead over to the enemy 
The Emperor’s army. — Now, Count ! — brief and full — 
Say, will you break your oath to the Em])eror? 

Sell yourself to the enemy ? — Say, will you? 

ISOLANI. 

What mean you? I — I break my oath, dye say, 

To his Imperial Maiesty ? 

Did I say so ! — When, when have I said tliat? 
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OCTAVIO. 

You have not said it yet — uot yet. This iustaut 
I wait to hear, Count, whether you vM say it. 

ISOLANI. 

Ay ! that delights me now, that you yourself 
Bear witness lor me that I never said so, 

OCTAVIO. 

And you renounce the Culte then ? 

ISOLANI.^ 

If he’s planning 

Treason — why, treason breaks all bonds asunder. 

OCTAVIO. 

And are determined, too, to fight against him ? 

ISOL4NI. 

He has done me service — hut if he’s a villain, 

Perdition seize him ! — All scores are rubb’d off. 

OCTAVIO. 

I am rejoiced that you are so well disposed. 

This night, break off in the utmost secrecy 
"VN’^itli all the light-arm’d troops — it must appear 
As came the order from the l)ukc himself. 

At Frauenhurg s the platie of rendezvous ; 

There will Count Gallas give you further orders. 

ISOLANI. 

Tt shall be done,— But you’ll remember me 

With the Emperor — how 'well-disposed you found mo. 

OCTAVIO. 

I will not fail to mention it honourably. 

[Exit IsOLANi. A Servant enters. 
What, Colonel Butler ! — Show him up. 

isoiANi {returning). 

Forgive me too my bearish ways, old father! 

Lord God !- bow should I know, then, what a great 
Person 1 had before me. 

OCTAVIO. 

No excuses ! 

ISOLANI. 

I am a merry lad, aud if at time 

A rash ^vord might escape me gainst the Court 

Amidst my wine — You know no harm was meant. \ExiU 
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OCTAVIO. 

You need not be uneasy on that score. 

That has succeeded. Fortune favour us 
With all the others only but as much ! 

Scene VI. 

Octavio Piccolomini, Bdtlee. 

BUTL^B. r 

At your command Lieutenant general. 

OCTAVIO. 

Welcome, as honour’d friend and visitor. 

BUTLEB. 

You do me too much honour. 

octavio {after both have seated tlmnselves). 

You have not 

Return'd the advances which I made you yesterday— 
Misunderstood them as mere empty forms. 

That wish proceeded from my heart— I was 
In earnest with you — ^for ’tis now a time 
In wliich the honest should unito most closely. 

BUTLER. 

Tis only the like-minded can unite. 

OCTAVIO. 

True ! and I name all honest men like-minded. 

I never charge a man but with those acts 
To which his character deliberately 
Impels him ; for alas ! the violence 
Of blind misunderstandings often thrust 
The very best of us from the right track. 

You came through I rauenburg. Did the Count Gallas 
Say nothing to you? Tell me. He’s my friend. 

BUTLER. 

His words were lost on me, 

OCTAVIO. 

It grieves me sorely, 

To hear it : for his counsel was most wise. 

I had myself tlie like to offer, 

BUTLER. 

Spare 

Yourself the trouble — me th’ embarrassment, 

To have deserved so ill your good opinion. 
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OCTAVIO. 

The time is precious — let us talk openly. 

You know how matters stand here. Wallenstein 
Meditates treason— 1 can tell you further, 

He has committed treason ; but few hours 
Have past, since he a covenant concluded 
With the enemy. The messengers are now 
Full on their way to Egra^and to Prague. 
To-morrow he intends to lead us^over 
To the enemy. But he deceives himself ; 

For Prudence wakes — The Emperor has still 
Many and faithful friends here, and they stand 
In closest union, mighty tliough unseen. 

This manifesto sentences the Duke — 

Becalls the obedieuce of the Army from him, 

And summons all the loyal, all the honest, 

To join and recognise in mo their leader. 

Choose — ^will you share with us an honest cause? 
Or with tlic evil .share an evil lot ? 

DUTLEB (risesy 

His lot is mine. 


It is. 


OCTAVIO. 

Is that your last resolve ? 

BUTLEU. 


OCTAVIO. 

Nay, hut bethink you, Colonel Butler ! 

As yet you have time. Within my faithful breast 
That rashly utter’d word remains interr'd. 

Recall it, Butler ! choose a better party : 

Y"ou have not chosen the right one. 

BUTLp:it (jsfoing). 

Any other 

Commands for me, Lieutenant-General ? 

OCTAVIO. 

See your white hairs : recall that word ! 

BUTLER. 

Farewell ! 


OCTAVIO. 

What ! Would you draw this good and gallant sword 
In such a cause ? Into a curse would you 



880 


THE DEATH OF WALLENSTEIN. 


[act U, 


Transform the gratitude which you have earn’d 
By forty years’ fidelity from Austria ? 

BUTLER {laughing with hittemesi). 

Gratitude from the House of Austria ! [Ha is going. 
OCTAVIO (pennits Mm to go as far as the door, then calls after 

him). 

Butler ! 


BUTlilR.c 

What wish yo;i ? 

OCTAVIO. 

How was’t with the Count ? 

BUTLER. 


Count? what? 


OCTAVIO {coldly). 

The title that you wish’d, I mean. 
BUTLER {starts in sudden passion). 

Hell and damnation ! 


OCTAVIO {coldly). 

You petition’d for it — 
And your petition was repelled — it so ? 

BUTLER- 

Your insolent scoff shall not go by unpnuish’d. 
Draw! 


OCTAVIO. 

Nay ! your sword to ’ts sheath ! and tell me calmly, 
How all that happen’d. I will not refuse you 
Your satisfaction afterwards. Calmly, Butler ! 

BUTLER. 

Be the whole world acquainted with the weakness 
h’or which I never can forgive myself. 

Lieutenant General ! Yes ; I have ambition. 

Ne’er was I able to endure contempt. 

It stung me to the quick, that birth and title 
Should have more weight than merit has in the army. 
I would 'fain not be meaner tlian my equal. 

So in an evil hour I let myself 
Be tempted to that measure. It was folly ! 

But yet so hard a penance it deserved not. 

It might liave been refused ; but wherefore barb 
And venom the refusal with contempt ? 
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Why dash to earth and crush with heaviest scorn 
The grey-hair’d man, the faithful veteran? 

Why to the baseness of his parentage 
Bcfer him with such' cruel roughness, only 
Because he had a weak hour and forgot himself? 

But nature gives a sting e’en to the worm 
Which wanton Power treads on in sport and insult. 

pcfAVio. 

You must have been calumniated^ Guess you 
The enemy who did you tliis ill service ? 

BlJTIiEB. 

Bo’t who it will — a most low-hearted scoundrel ! 

Some vile court-minion must it be, some Spaniard ; 

Some young squire of some ajneient family. 

In whose light I may stand; some envious knave, 

Stung to his soul by my fair self-eam’d honours ! 

OCTAVIO. 

But tell me, did the Duke approve that measure ? 

BUTLER. 

Himself impell’d me to it, used his interest 
In my behalf with all the warmth of friendship. 

OCTAVIO. 

Ay? are you sure of that ? 

BUTLER. 

I read the letter. 

OCTAVIO. 

And so did I — but the contents were different. 

[Butler is suddody stniclc. 
By chance I’m in possession of that letter — 

Can leave it to your oto eyes to convince you. 

\Ile gives him the letter • 

butler. 

Ha ! what is this ? 


octavto, 

I fear me, Colonel Butler, 

An infamous game have they l)eeri playing with you. 
The Duke, you say, impell’d you to this measure? 
Now, in this letter, talks he in (jon tempt 
Concerning you ; counsels the minister 
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To give sound chjistisement to your conceit, 

For so he calls it. 

[Butler reads through the letter; his knees tremhlOf 
he seizes a chair, and sinks down in it. 

You have no enemy, no persecutor ; 

There’s no one wishes ill to you. Ascribe 
The insult you received to the Duke only. 

His aim is clear and palpable. He wish’d 
To tear you from your Emperor : he hoped 
To gain from your rev^inge what he well knew 
(What your long- tried fidelity convinced him) 

He ne’er could dare expect from your calm reason. 

A blind tool would he mjike you, in contempt 
Use you, as means of most abandoned ends. 

He has gained his point. Too well has he succeeded 
In luring you away from that good path 
On which you had been journeying forty years I 
nriXER (his voice tremhling). 

Can e er the Emperor’s Majesty forgive me ? 

OCTAVIO. 

More than forgive you. He 'would fain compensate 
For tliat affront, and most unmerited grievance 
Sustain’d by a deserving gallant veteran. 

From his free impulse he confinns the present, 

Which the Duke made you for a wdeked purpose. 

The regiment, which you now command, is yours. 

[Butler attempts to rise, uaks doim again. He lahoiirs 
inwardly with violent emotions; tries to speak, and can- 
not. At length he takes his sword from the belt, and 
offers it to Piccolomini. 

OCTAVIO. 

What wish you ? Recollect yourself, friend. 

BUTLER. 

Take it. 


OCTAVIO. 

But to what purpose? Calm yourself. 

BUTI.EB. 

0 take it ! 

1 am no longer worthy of this sword. 

OCTAVIO. 

Receive it then anew, from my hands — and 
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Wear it with honour for the right cause ever. 

BUTLER. 

— Peijure myself to such a gracious Sovereign ! 

OCTAVIO. 

Youll make amends. Quick! break off from tlie Duke ! 

BUTLER. 

Break off from him ! 

OdffAYlO. 

What now ? Bethink thyself. 

BUTLER {no longer goverrdng h% etnotiony 
Only break off from him ? He dies ! he dies ! 

OCTAVIO. 

Come after me to Frauenburg, where now 
All who are loyal, are assembling under 
Counts Altringcr and Gallas.. Mtmy others 
I ’ve brought to a remembrance of their duty : 

This night be sure that you escape from Pilseii. 

BUTLER {strides up and down in eireesnire agitatiou, then steps 
up to OCTAVIO %mth resolved countenance). 

Count Piccoloiiiini ! dare that mtin speak 
Of honour h) you, who once broke his troth. 

OCTAVIO. 

lie, who repents so deeply of it, dares. 

BUTLER. 

Then leave me here upon my word of honour ! 

OCTAVIO. 

What’s your de.sign ? 

BUTLER. 

Leave me and my regiment. 

OCTAVIO. 

] have full confidence in you. But tell mo 
What arc you brooding ? 

BUTLER. 

That the deed will tell you. 

Ask me no more at present. Trust to me. 

Ye may tinst safely. By the living God 
Ye give him over, not to his good angel ! 

Farewell. [Exit Butler. 

SERVANT {enters with a billet). 

A stranger left it, and is gone. 

The Prince-Duke’s horses wait for you below. 

[Exit Servant. 
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OCTAVIO (reads). 

** Be sure moke haste 1 Your faitliful Isolan.'* 

— O that I had hut left this towu behind me. 

To -split upon a rock so near the haven ! — 

Away ! This is no longer a safe place for me 1 
Where can my son bo tarrying ! 

Scene YIJ. 

OcTA^^o and Max. Piccolomini. 

MAX. etitcrs almost in a state of derangement^ from extreme 
agitation; his eyes roll wiWy, his walk is unsteady, and 
he appears not to observe his father, who stands at a dis- 
tance, and gazes at him mth a countenance expressive of 
compassion. He paces with long strides through the 
chamber, then stands still again, and at last throws him- 
self into a chair, staring vacantly at the object directly 
before him. 

OCTAVIO (advances to him). 

I am going off, my son. 

[Receiving no answer, he takes Jiis hand. 
My son, farewell. 

AlAX. 

Farewell. 

OCTAVIO. 

Thou wilt soon follow me? 

MAX. 

I follow thee ? 

Thy way is crooked — it is not my way. 

[Oci'AVio drops his hand, and starts hack. 

O, hadst thou been but simple and sincere, 

Ne’er had it come to this — all had stood othcrAvise. 

He had not done that foul and horrible deed. 

The virtuous had retain’d their influence o’er him: 

He had not fallen into the snares of -villains. 

Wherefore so like a thief, and thief’s accomplice 
Didst creej) behind him, lurking for thy prey ! 

O, unblcst flilsehood ! Mother of all evil ! 

Thou misery-making demon, it is thou 
That sink’st us in perdition. Simple truth, 

Sustainer of the world, had saved us all 1 
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Father, I will not, I can not excuse thee ! 

Wallenstein has deceived me — O, most foully ! 

But thou hast acted not much better. 

OCTAVIO. 

Son! 

My son, ah ! I forgive thy agony ! 
liiAX. (rises and coritomjdates Im father with looks of suspicwn). 
Was’t possible ? hadst thouc^e heart, my father^- 
Iladst thou the heart to ^live it to such lengths, 

With cold premeditated purpose 

Iladst thou the heart to wish to see him guilty 

Bather than saved? Thou risest by his Ml. 

Octavio, 'twill not please me. 

OCTAVIO. 

* God in heaven ! 

MAX. 

O, woo is me ! sure I have changed my nature. 

How comes suspicion here — ^in the free soul ? 

Hope, confidence, belief, are gone ; fftr all 
Lied to mo, all tliat I e’er loved or honoured. 

No, no ! not all ! She — she yet lives for me, 

And she is true, and open as the heavens ! 

Deceit is everywhere, liypociisy, 

Murder, and poisoning, treason, pequiy : 

Tlie single holy spot is our love. 

The only un profaned in human nature. 

OCTAVIO. 

Max. ! — we will go together. Twdll be better. 

MAX. 

What ? ere I’ve taken a last parting leave, 

The veiy last — ^no, never ! 

OCTAVIO. 

Spare thyself 

The pang of nccessaiy separation. 

Come with mo ! Come, my son! 

[Attempts to take him with him* 

MAX. 

No I as sure as God lives, no ! 

OCTAVIO {more vrgenthj). 

Come with me, I command thee ! I, tliy fatlier. 
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MAX. 

Command me what is human. I stay here. 

OCTAVIO. 

Max. ! in the Emperor’s name I bid thee come. 

MAX. 

No Emperor has power to prescribe 

Laws to the lieart ; and wouidst thou wish to rob me 

Of the sole blessing which my ^te has left me, 

Her sympathy ? Must then a cruel deed 
Be done with cruelty ? The unalterable 
Shall I perform ignobly — steal away, 

With Stealthy coward flight forsake her? No ! 

She shall beliohl my suflering, my sore anguish, 
Hear the complaints of the disparted soul. 

And weep tears o’er me. Oh ! the human race 
Have steely souls — but she is as an angel. 

From the black deadly madness of despair 
Will she redeem my soul, and in soft words 
Of comfort, i»laining, loose this pang of death ! 

OCTAVIO, 

Thou wilt not tear thyself away ; thou caiist not. 

O, come, my sou ! I bid tlice save thy virtue. 

MAX. 

Squander not thou thy words in vjiin. 

The heart 1 follow, for I dare tnist to if, 

OCTAVIO {trcmhling, and losing all self-command). 
Max.! Max.! if that most damned thing could be, 

Jf thou — my son — my own blood — (dare I think it ?) 
Do sell thyself to him, the infamous. 

Do stamp this brand upon our noble house, 

Then shall the world behold the horrible deed 
And in unnatural combat shall the steel 
Of the son trickle with the father's blood. 


MAX. 

O hadst thou always better thought of men, 
Thou hadst then acted better. Curst suspicion ! 
Unholy miserable doubt ! To him 
Nothing on earth remains unwrench’d and firm, 
Who has no faith. 
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OCTAVIO. 

And if I trust thy heart, 

Will it be always in thy power to follow it ? 

• MAX. 

The heart s voice thou hast not overpowered — as little 
Will Wallenstoin be able to o’erpower it. 

OCTAVIO. 

O, Max. ! I sec thee never more again ! 

MAX. , • 

Unworthy of thee wilt thou never see me. 

OCTAVIO. 

I go to Fraueiibcrg — the Pappenheimers 
I leave thee here, the Lothiings too ; Taokana 
And Tiefeiibach remain here tb protect thee. 

They love thee, and are faithful to their oath, 

And will far rather fall in gallant contest 
Than leave their rightful leader, and their honour. 

MAX. 

Ptely on this, I either leave my life 

In the sti'uggle, or conduct them out of Pilsen. 

OCTAVIO. 

Farewell, my son ! 

MAX. 

Farewell ! 

OCTAVIO. 

How ! not one look 

Of filial love? No grasp of the hand at parting? 

It is a bloody war to which we are going. 

And the event uncertain and in darkness. 

So used we not to part — it wiis not so ! 

Is it then true ? I have a son no longer ? 

[Max. falls into his arms, they hold each other for a long 
time in a speechless embrace, then go away at different 
sides, 

{The Curiam drops.) 
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ACT III. 

Scene I. 

A Chamber in the House of ths Duchess of Friedland, 

Countess Terzkt, Thekla* Lady Neubrunn {fke two latter 
sit at the same table at work). 

COUNTESS (watchiiuj theip from the opposite side). 

So you have nothing to ask ma — nothing ? 

I have been waiting for a word from you. 

And could you then endure in all this time 
Not once to speak his name ? 

[Thekta remaining silent, the Countess rises and ad- 
vances to her. 

Why, how comes this ! 
Perhaps I am already grown superlluous, 

And otlier ways exist, besides through me ? 

Confess it to me, Thekla : have you seen him ? 


THEKLA. 

To-day and yesterday I have not seen him. 

COUN'fESS. 

And not heard from him, either ? Come, be open. 


No syllable. 


I am. 


THEKLA. 

COUNTESS. 

And still you are so calm? 
niEKLA. 


COUNTESS. 

May’t please you, leave us, Lady Neubrunn. 

[Eadt Lady Neubrunn. 


Scene 11. 

The Countess, Thekla. 

COUNTESS. 

It does not please me. Princess, that be holds 
Himself so stiU, exactly at this time. 

THEKLA. 

Exactly at this time? 
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COUNTESS. 

He now knows all : 

’Twere now tlio moment to declare himself. 

. THEKIA. 

If I*m to understand you, speak less darkly. 

COUNTESS. 

Twas for that purpose that I bade her leave us. 

Tliekla, you are no more a eluld. Your heart 
Is now no more in nonaj^ : for you love, 

And boldness dwells with love — that you have proved. 

Your nature moulds itself upon your father’s 
More than your mother’s spirit. Therefore may you 
Hear, what were too much for her fortitude. 

IHEKLA. 

Enough : no further preface, 1 entreat you. 

At once, out witli it ! Be it what it may, 

It is not possible that it should torture me 
More than this introduction. What have you 
To say to me ? Tell me tho whole, and briefly ! 

COUNTESS. 

You’ll not be frighten’d 

THEKIJi.. 

Name it, I entreat you. 

COUNTESS. 

It lies w ithin your power to do your father 
A weighty service 

THEKLA. 

Lies within my power ? 

COUNTESS. 

Max. Piccolomini loves you. You con link him 
Indissolubly to your father. 

THEKUt. 

I? 

What need of me for that ? And is he not 
Already link’d to him ? 

COUNTESS. 

He was. 

THEKLA. 

And wherefore 

Should he not be so nov/ — not bo so always ? 

z ft 



840 


THE DEATH OF WALT.ENSTEIN. 


[aot hi. 


COUNTESS. 

He cleaves to the Emperor too. 

ITIEKLA. 

Not more than duty 

And honour may demand of liim. 

COUNTESS. 

We ask 

Proofs of his love, and not propfs of his honour. 

Duty and honour ! 

Those are ambiguous Vords with many meanings. 

You should interpret them for him : his love 
Should be the sole definer of his honour. 

THEKT^. 

How? 

COUNTESS. 

The Emperor or you must he renounce. 

TITEKLA. 

He will accompany my fatlier gladly 

In his retirement. From himself you heard, 

How much he wish'd to lay aside the sword. 

COUNTESS. 

He must not lay the sword aside, we mean; 

He must unsheath it in your fatlier 's cause. 

THEKIA. 

He’ll spend with gladness and alacrity 
His life, his heart’s blood in my father's cause, 

If shame or injuiy’^ be intended him. 

COUNTESS. 

You will not understand me. Well, hear then:— 
Your father has fallen off from the Emperor, 

And is about to join the enemy 
With the whole soldiery 

THEKLA. 

Alas, my mother I 

COUNTESS. 

There needs a great example to draw on 
The army after him. The Piccolomini 
Possess the love and reverence of the troops ; 

They govern all opinions, and wherever 
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They lead the way, none hesitate to follow. 

The son secures the father to our interests — 

You’ve much in your hands at this moment, 

THEKLA. 

Ah, 

My miserable mother ! what a death-stroke 
Awaits thee ! — No ! she never will survive it. 

C(MJNTESS. 

She will accommodate her soul to that 
Which is and must be. I do know your mother: 

The far-off future weighs upon her heart 
With torture of anxiety ; but is it 
Unalterably, actually present, 

She soon resigns herself, and hears it calmly. 

TIIEKLA. 

0 my foreboding bosom ! Even now, 

E’en now *tis here, that icy hand of horror ! 

And my young hope lies shuddering in' its grasp ; 

1 know it well — no sooner had I entt^r’d. 

An heavy ominous presentiment 

Ileveal’d to me that spirits of death were hovering 
Over my happy fortune. But why think I 
First of myself? My mother I O my mother ! 

COUNTESS. 

Calm yourself ! Break not out in vain lamenting ! 

Preserve j’ou for your father the firm friend, 

And for yourself the lover, all will yet 
Provo good and fortunate. 

THEKLA. 

Prove good ! What good? 

Must we not part ? — part ne’er to meet again ? 

COUNTESS. 

He parts not from you ! He cannot part from you, 

THEKIA. 

Alas for his sore anguish ! It will rend 
His heart asunder. 

COUNTESS. 

If indeed he loves you, 

His resolution will be speedily taken. 
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THEKLA. 

His resolution will bo speedily taken— 

0 do not doubt of that ! A resolution ! 

Docs there remain one to be taken ? 

COUNTESS. 

Hush ! 

Collect yourself ! I hear your mother coming. 

THEKIiA. 

How shall I bear to see her ? 

COUNTESS. 

Collect yourself. 

Scene III. 

To them enter the Duchess. 

DUCHESS (fo the countess). 

Who was here, sister ? I heard some one talking* 

And passionately too. 

COUNTESS. 

Nay 1 tliere was no one. 

DUCHESS. 

1 am grown so timorous, every trifling noise 
Scatters my spirits, and announces to me 
The footstep of some messenger of evil. 

And you can tell me, sister, what the* event is ? 

Will he agree to do the Emperor’s pleasure, 

And send the horse-rcgirneiits to the Cardinal ? 

Tell me, has he dismiss’d Von Qiiesteiiberg 
With a favourable answer ? 

COUNTESS. 

No, ho has not. 

DUCHESS. 

Alas ! then all is lost ! I see it coming, 

The -worst that can come ! Yes, they will depose him ; 

The accursed business of the Regensburg diet 
Will all be acted o’er again ! 

COUNTESS. 

No ! never ! 

Make your heart easy, sister, as to that. 

[Thekla, in extreme agitation^ throws herself ujgon her 
mother, and enfolds her in her arms, weeping. 
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DUCHESS. 

Yes, my poor child ! 

Thou too hast lost a most affectionate godmother 
In the Empress. O that stem unbending man! 

In this un]}appy marriage wliat have I 
I^ot suffer'd, not endured ? For even as if 
I had been link’d on to some wheel of lire 
That restless, ceaseless, whirls impetuous onward, 

1 have pass’d a life of frights and horrors with him. 
And ever to the brink of some abyss 
With dizzy headlong violence he beai’s mo. 

Nay, do not weep, my child. Let not my sufferings. 
Presignify uaihappiness to thee. 

Nor ])lacken with their shade the fate that waits thee. 
There lives no second Friedland : thou, my child^ 
Hast not to fear thy motlicr’s destiny. 

THEKLA. 

0 let us supplicate him, deare'>t mother! 

Quick ! quick 1 hens’s no abiding place for us. 

Hero every coming hour broods into life 
Some new affrightful monster. 

DUCHESS. 

Thou wilt share 

An easier, calmer lot, my child! We too, 

1 and thy father, witnessed happy days. 

Still think I with delight of those first years. 

When he was making progress with glad effort, 

When his ambition was a genial fire. 

Not that consuming flame which now it is. 

The Emperor loved him, trusted him : and all 
He undertook could not but be successful. 

But since that ill-storr’d day at Kegensburg, 

Which plunged him headlong from his dignity, 

A gloomy uncompanionable spirit. 

Unsteady and suspicious, has possess’d him. 

His quiet mind forsook him, and no longer 
Did be yield up himself in joy and faith 
To his old luck, and individual power ; 

But thenceforth turn’d his heart and best affections 
All to those cloudy sciences, ■which never 
Have yet made happy him who follow’d them. 
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COUNTESS. 

You see it, sister ! as your eyes permit you. 

But surely this is not the conversation 

To pass the time in which we are waiting for him. 

You know he will be soon here. Would you have him 
Find her in this condition ? 

DUCHESS. 

♦ Come, my child ! 

Come wipe away thy tears, and fehow thy father 
A cheerful countenance. 8ce, the tie-knot here 
Is off — tliis Lair must not hang so dishevell’d. 

Come, dearest ! dry thy tears up. They deform 
Thy gentle eye. — ^^^ell now — what was I saying ? 

Yes, in good truth, tliis Piccolomini 
Is a most noble and deserving gentleman. 

COUNTESS. 

That is he, sister ! 

THEKLA (to the COUNTESS, With marlcs of great oppression of 
spirits). 

Aunt, you will excuse me ? {Is going). 

OOUNTESS. 

But whither ? See, your father comes. 

THEKLA. 

I cannot see him now. 

COUNTESS. 

Nay, but bethink you. 

THEKLA, 

Believe me, I cannot sustam liis presence. 

COUNTESS. 

But he will miss you, will ask after you. 

DUCHESS. 

What now ? Why is she going ? 

COUNTESS. 

She’s not well. 

DUCHESS (anxiously). 

What ails then my beloved child ? 

(Both follow the Princess, and endeavour to detain 
her. During this Wallenstein appears^ engaged 
in conversation with 1li.o. 
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Scene IV. 

Wallenstein, Illo, Countess, Duchess, Theela. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

All quiet in the camp ? 

ILLO. 

It is all quiet. 
wai.lj8nstein. 

In a few hours may couriers come^from Prague 
With tidings, that this capital is ours. 

Then we may drop tlie mask, and to the troops 
Assembled in this town make Imown tlie measure 
And its result together. In such cases 
Example does the whole. Whoever is foremost 
Still leads the herd. An imitative creature 
Is man. The troops at Prague conceive no other, 
Than, that the Pilsen army has gone through 
The forms of homage to us ; and in Pilsen 
They shall swear fealty to us, because 
The example has been given them by Prague. 

Butler, you tell me, has declared himself ? 

ILLO. 

At his own Lidding, unsolicited. 

He came to offer you himself and regiment. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I find we must not give implicit credence 
To every w'arning voice that makes itself 
Be listen’d to in the heart. To hold us back. 

Oft does the lying Spirit counterfeit 
The voice of Truth and inward llevelation, 

Scattering false oracles. And thus have I 
To intreat forgiveness, for that secretly 
I’ve wrong’d this honourable gallant man, 

This Butler : for a feeling, of the which 
I am not master {fear I would not call it). 

Creeps o'er me instantly, with sense of shuddering, 

At his approach, and stops love’s joyous motion. 

And this same man, against whom I am warn’d, 

This honest man is he, who reaches to me 
The first pledge of my fortune. 
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ILLO. 

And doubt not 

That his example will win over to you 
The best men in the army. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Go and send 

Isolani hither. Send him immediately. 

He is under recent obligations to me : 

With liim will I commence the trial. Go. [Exit Illo. 

W'ALLENSTEIN (tums himself round to the females). 

Lo, there the mother with the darling daughter 
For once well have an interval of rest — 

Come ! my heart yearns to live a cloudless hour 
In the beloved circle of my family. 


COUNTESS. 

’Tis long since w'e’vo been thus together, brother. 
WALLENSTEIN [to the COUNTESS aside). 

Can she sustain the news ? Is she prepared ? 

COUNTESS. 


Not yet. 


WAIXENSTEIN. 

Come here, my sweet girl ! Seat tijce by me. 
For there is a good spirit on thy lips. 

Thy mother praised to me thy ready skill ; 

She says a voice of melody dwells in thee, 

Which doth enchant tho soul. Now such a voice 
Will drive away from me the evil demon 
That beats his black wings close above my head. 


DUCHESS. 

Where is thy lute, my daughter ? 
Hear some small trial of thy skill 

TllEKLA. 


I- 


Let thy father 


My mother ! 


DUCHESS. 

Trembling? Come, collect thyself. Go, cheer 
Thy father. 


THEKLA. 

0 my mother! I — I cannot. 
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COUNTESS. 

IIow^ wliat is that, niece ? 

THEKLA {to the countess). 

O spare rae — sing~no‘w — in this sore anxiety. 

Of the o’erhurthen’d soul — ^to sing to /im, 

Who is thrusting, even now, my mother headlong 
Into her grave. 

PUCHESS. 

How, Thekla ! .ITumoursome ! 

What ! shall thy father have express'd a wish 
In vain ? 

COUNTESS. 

Here is the lute. 

THEKLA. 

My God ! how can I — 

[The orchestra plays. During the riiomdlo Thfkla eacpresses 
in her gestures and countenance the struggle of her feelings ; 
and at the moment that she should begin to sing, contracts 
herself together, as one shuddering, throws the instrument 
down, and retires abruptly. 

DUCHESS. 

My child ! O she is ill — 

WALLENS'rEIN. 

What ails the maiden ? 

Say, is she often so? 

COUNTESS. 

Since then herself 
Has now betray’d it, I too must no longer 
Conceal it. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What? 

COUNTESS. 

She loves him ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Loves him !, Whom? 

COUNTESS. 

Max. does she love ! Max. Piccolomini. 

Hast thou ne'er noticed it? Nor yet my sister? 
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DUCHESS. 

Was it this that lay so heavy on her heart ? 

God’s blessing on thee, my sweet child ! Thou iieed’st 
Never take shame upon thee for thy choice. 

COUNTESS. 

This journey, if ’twere not thy aim, ascribe it 
To thine own self. Thou shouldst have chosen another 
To have attended her. • 

wallensteIn. 

•And does he know it? 


countess. 

Yes, and he hopes to win her ! 

\vau.enstein. 


Is the boy mad ? 


Hopes to win her ! 


countess. 

Well — ^hear it from themselves . 

WALT.ENSTEIN. 

He thinks to carry off Duke Friedlands daughter! 
Ay ? — The thought pleases me. 

The young man lias no grovelling spirit. 

COUNTESS. 


Since 

Such and such constant favour you have shown him— 

WALLEN.STEIN. 

He chooses finally to be my heir. 

And true it is, 1 love the youth ; yea, honour him. 
But must he therefore be my daughter’s husband? 

Js it daughters only ? Is it only children 
That we must show our favour by ? 

DUCHESS. 

His noble disposition and his manners — 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Win him my heart, but not my daughter. 

DUCHESS. 

Then 


His rank, his ancestors— 

WALT^NSTEIN. 

Ancestors! What? 
He is a subject, and my son-in-law 
I will seek out upon the thrones of Europe. 
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DUCHESS. 

O dearest Albrecht ! Climb we not too high 
Lest we should fall too low. 

, WALLENSTEIN. 

What ! have I paid 

A price so heavy to ascend this eminence. 

And jut out high above the common herd, 

Only to close the mighty part 1 play 

111 Life’s great drama, with a common kinsman? 

Have 1 for this — • 

[iS'tops suddenly, repressing himself. 
She is the only thing 
That will remain behind of me on earth ; 

And I will see a crown around her head, 

Or die in the attempt to place it there. 

T hazard all — all I and for this alone, 

To lift her into greatness — 

Yea, in tliis moment, in the which we are speaking — 

recollects himself. 

And I must now, like a soft-hearted father, 

Couple together in good peasant-fashion 

The pair, that chance to suit each other’s liking — 

And I must do it now, even now, when I 
Am stretching out the wreath that is to twine 
My full accomplish’d work — ^no ! she is the jewel. 

Which I have treasured long, my lost, my noblest, 

And ’tis my purpose not to let her from me 
For less than a lung’s sceptre. 

DUCHESS. 

0 my husband ! 

You’re ever building, building to the clouds, 

Still building higher, and still higher building. 

And ne’er reflect, that the poor narrow basis 
Cannot sustain the giddy tottering column. 

WALLENSTEIN {tO the COUNTESs), 

Have you announced the place of residence 
Which I have destined for her ? 

COUNTESS. 

No ! not yet. 

’Twere better you yourself disclosed it to her. 
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DUCHESS. 

How ? Do we not return to Carinthia then ? 


WALILENSTEIN. 

No. 

DUCHESS. 

And to no other of your lands or seats ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

You would not he secure thei*e.^ 

, DUCHESS. 

Not secure 

In the Emperor s realms, beneath tlie Emperor’s 
Protection ? 


WALLENSTEIN. 

Eriedland s wife may bo permitted 
No longer to hope that. 

DUCHESS. 

0 God in heaven ! 

And have you brought it even to this ! 


WALLENSTEIN. 

You’ll find protection. 


In Holland 


DUCHESS. 

In a Lutheran country ? 

What? And you send us into Lutheran countries ? 


WAIXENSTEIN. 

Duke Franz of Lauenburg conducts you thither 

DUCHESS. 

Duke Franz of Lauenburg ? 

The ally of Sweden, the Emperor s enemy. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The Emperor’s enemies are mine no longer. 

DUCHESS {casting a look of terror on the duee and the 
countess). 

Is it then true ? It is. You are degraded ? 

Deposed from the command ? O God in heaven ! 

COUNTESS {cudde to the duee). 

Leave her in this belief. Thou secst she cannot 
Support the real truth. 
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Scene V. 

To them enter Count Tebzet. 

COUNTESS. 

— Terzky ! 

What ails him ? What an image of affright ! 

He looks as he had seen a ghost. 

TERZKY {leading WALLENSTEIN aside). 

Is it thy command that the Croats — 

WALLENSTEyj. 

Mine! 

TEBZEY. 

"We aro betray’d. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What? 

TEBZBT. 

They are off ! This night 
The Jagors likewise— all the villages 
In the whole round are empty. 

WALLENSTEIN. ‘ 

Isolani ! 

TEBZK7. 

Him thou hast sent away. Yes, surely. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I? 

TERZKY. 

No ! Hast thou not sent him off? Nor Deodati? 
Tliey are vanish'd both of them. 

Scene VI. 

^ To them enter Illo. 

ILLO. 

Has Terzky toid thee ? « 

TEBZKT. 

He knows all. 

ILLO. 

And likewise 

That Esterhatzy, Goetz, Maradas, Kaunitz, 

Kolalto, Paid, have foramen thee. 

TEBZXY. 


Damnation ! 
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WALLENSTEIN {winics at them). 

Hush! 

COUNTESS {who has been watching tJum anxiously from the 
distance and now advances to them). 

Terzky I Heaven I What is it ? What has happen’d ? 

WALLENSTEIN {scarcely suppresmtg his emotions). 
Nothing ! let us be gone 1 

TEttZKT {foUowing him). ^ 

Theresa, it is nothing. 

COUNTESS {holding him back). 

Nothing ? Do I not see that all the life-blood 
Has left your cheeks — ^look you not like a ghost? 

That even my brother but affects a calmness ? 

PAGE {enters). 

An Aide-de-Camp inquires for the Count Terzky. 

[Terzky follows the Page 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Go, hear his business. 

[To Illo. 

This could not have happen’d 
So unsuspected without mutiny. 

Who was on guard at the gates ? 

ILLO, 

Twas Tiefenbach. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Let Tiefenbach leave guard without delay, 

And Terzky’s grenadiers relieve him. 

ILLO {is going). 

Stop! 

Hast thou heard aught of Butler? 

ILLO. 

Him 1 met : 

He will be here himself immediately. 

Butler remains unshaken. 

[Illo exit, Wallenstein is following him, 

COUNTESS. 

Let him not leave thee, sister I go, detain him ! 

There’s some misfortune. 

DUCHESS {clinging to him). 

Gracious Hraven ! What is it? 
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WALLENSTEIN. 

Be tranquil ! leave me, sister ! dearest wife ! 

We are in camp, and this is nought unusual ; 

Here storm an«l sunshine follow one another 
With rapid interchanges. These tierce spirits 
Cliamp the curb angrily, and never yet 
Did quiet hlcsa the temples of the leader. 

If I aril to stay, go you. Thft phiints of w'omen 
111 suit the scene where men must act. 

[lie is^fjoiny : 'rEBZKY returns. 

TKRZKY. 

Hemaiii here. From this window must we see it. 

WALLENSTEIN {tO the ( OUNTESS). 

Sister, retire ! 

COUNTESS. 

No — never. 


WALLENSTEIN. 

’Tis my will. 

TERZKY {leads the countess aside, and drawuifj her attention 

to the DUCITKSS). 

Theresa I 

DUCHESS. 

Sister, come ! since he commands it. 


Scene VII. 

W AT .lenste in, T er zk y . 

WALLE.NSTEiN {stepping to the window). 

AVhat now, then ? 

TEUZKY. 

Tliorc are strange moverncnls among all the troops, 
And no one knows the cause. Mysteriously, 

With gloomy silcntiiess, the several corps 
Marshal themselves, each under its own banners. 
Tiehmhach’s corps make threatning movements; only 
The l^ippenlieimcrs still remjiin aloof 
Jn their own quarters, and let no one enter. 

WAia.ENSTEIN. 

Docs Piccolomini appear among them? 

TERZKY. 

Wc arc seeking him: he is nowhere to be met with. 

A A 
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WAELENSTEIN. 

What did the x\ide-de-Camp deliver to you? 

TEflZKY. 

My rogiineiits had despateh'd him ; yet once more 

'J’hey swt'tir iidelity lo thee, and wait 

The .shout for onset, all pre 2 )ared, and eager. 

WAnLh|\SXEIN. 

But ^\ hence arose this larum iji the camp? 

It should liave hecn Vept secret from the army, 
Till fortune had decided for us at Prague. 

!1E11ZKY. 

0 that thou hadst hclieved me ! Yesler evening 
Did wo conjure thee not to let that skulker, 

TTmt fox, Octavio, pass the gales of Pilsrun 
Thou gavest him thy own horses to tlec from t]\ee. 

WAnnEXSTEIX. 

The old tune still ! Now, once for all, no more 
Of tins suspicion — it is doting folly. 

TKRZKY. 

Thou didst confide in Tsolani too ; 

And lo ! he was the first that did desert thee. 

WAIXENSTIIIN. 

Jt was hut yesterday I ri‘scued liim 
From ah.jcci wretchedness. Let that go hy ; 

1 never rcckoii'd yet on gratitude. 

And wherein dolli he wrong in going from me? 

He follows still the god wdium all Ins life 
He has worshijp’d at the gaming-table. With 
M}" fortune, and my seeming destiny, 

He made the bond, ami broke* it not with me. 

1 am hut the ship in wliich his hopes wore stow’d, 
And with the which, well-pleased and confident, 
He traversed the open sea; now he beholds it 
In eminent jeopardy among the coast-roeks, 

And hui-ries to preserve his wares. As light 
As the free bird from the hosintaldc twig 
Where it had nested, he flics o/F from me : 

Ko human tie is snapp’d betwixt us two. 

Yea, he deserves to find himself deceived 
Who seeks a heart in the unthinking man. 
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Like shsidows on ji stream, the forms of life 
Impress llieir charach'i's on the smooth forehead, 
Nouj^ht sinks into tho bosom s silent depth ; 

(^uifk sensibility of ])ain and pleasure 
Moves tho light ihn'ds lightly; but no soul 
AVfU’Jiicth the inner frame. 

'lEDElCY. 

i^ct, would I rather 

Trust the smooth brow lhM> that deep furrow’d one. 

« 

Scene VI 3 1. 

WaT.LENSTUIN, Tl'JiZKY, Tllo. 
iLT.o [ivho filters agitated tvUk rage). 
'J’l'cason and mutiny ! 

TiniZEY. 

And what further now ? 

11 . 1 . 0 . 

'riofenbach s -ujldiors, when 3 gave the prders, 

To go off guard — Mutinous villaius ! 

ieuzky. 

Well! 

W^iLLENSTEIN. 

What followed ? 

iia.o. 

They refused obedience to them. 

TEUZKT. 

3 "ire on them iiishnitly ! Give out the order. 

W^\ ELEN STEIN. 

Gently! what eausc did Ihey assign? 

1L1.0. 

No other, 

They said, iiad right to issue ordere but 
L ic ut e n an t-G e li e ral 1 ^iccoJnm ini. 

W'ALT.KNsTKiN {in a couvulsioH of agony). 
What? ilow is that? 

TLLO. 

1J(‘ takes tli:it oflice on him by commission, 

Under sign-manual of the Kmporor. 

TJ’.liZKY. 

From the Emiieror — hearst thou, Duke? 

A A a 



356 


THE IHiATiC OF WALLENSTEIN. 


[act III. 


ILLO. 

At his incitement 

The Generals made that stealthy flight — 

TERZKY. 

Duke ! hear St thou ? 


ILLO. 

Caraffa too, and Montccuciili. 

Are missing, with six other Generals, ^ 

All whom he had induced to follow him. 

This plot he has long had in waiting hy him 
From the Emperor ; but ’twas finally concluded, 

AVith all tlie detail of the operation, 

Some days ago with the Envoy (iuestcTiherg. 

[Wallenstein sinks doivii into a chaivy and covers his face. 

TERZKY. 

O hadst thou but believed me ! 


Scene IX. 

To them enter the CorNTEss. 
COUNTESS. 

This suspense, 

This homd fear — I can no longer bear it. 

1 or heaven’s sake tell me what has tuiien place ? 

IIJ.O. 

The regiments arc all falling off from us. 

TEilZKY. 

Octavio Piccolomiui is a traitor. 


O my foreboding I 


COUNTESS. 


[Ensiles out of the room. 


TERZKY. 

Hadst thou but believed me I 
Now' seest thou how the stars have lied to theo. 


WALLENSTEIN. 

The stars lie not ; but w^c have here a work 
Wrought counter to the stars and destiny. 

The science is still honest: this false heart 
Forces a lie on the truth-telling heaven. 

On a divine law divination rests ; 

Where nature deviates from that law, and stumbles 
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Out of her limits, there all science errs. 

True I (lid not suspect I Were it superstition 
Ts’ovcr by such suspicion t’ have affronted 
U’hc human form, O may tlmt time ne’er come 
In which 1 shame me of the infirmity. 

'riio wildest savage drinks not with the victim, 

Into whose breast ho means to plunge the sword. 

This, this, Octavio, was no hero’s deed : 

’I’was not thy phidence that did conquer mine ; 

A had heart triumph’d o’er an honest one. 

No shield received the assassin stroke ; thou plungcst 
'J’liy weapon on an unprotected breast — 

Against such weapons I am but a child. 


Scene* X. 

To these enter IIutleb. 

TERZKY {meeting him). 

0 look there ! Butler ! Here we've still a friend ! 

w'ATiT.ENSTEiN {meets him with outspread arms, and embraces 
him with warmth). 

Come to my heart, old comrade ! Not the sun 
Looks out upon us more revivingly 
In tlie earliest month of spring. 

Than a friend’s countenance in such an hour. 

DUTLER. 

My General: I come — 

WALLENSTEIN {Uanhuj on butler’s shoulder). 

Know'st thou already ? 

Tliat old man has betray’d me to the Emperor. 

AVliat say’s! thou ? Thirty years have we together 
Lived out, and held out, sharing joy and hardship. 

We have slej)! in one camp-hed, drunk from one glass, 
t )ne morsel shared ! T leau’d myself on him. 

As now I lemi me on thy faithful shoulder. 

And now in tlie very moment, when, all love, 

All cijiifidoncc, my bosom beat to his. 

He secs and takes the advantage, stabs the knife 
Slowly into my heart. 

[He hides his face on Butler's breast 



358 


THE DEATH OF WALLENSTEIN. 


[act III. 


BUTLER. 

Forget the false one. 

What is your present purpose 

WALIiENSTEfN. 

Well remember’d! 

Courage, my soul ! I am still rich in friends, 

Still loved by Destiny : for in the moment 
That it unmasks the plotting hypocrite, 

It sends and proves to me one faithful heart. 

Of the hypocrite no ihore ! Think not, his loss 
Was that which stinick the pang : O no ! his treason 
Is that which strikes this pang ! No more of him ! 

Dear to my heart, and honour'd wore they both, 

And the young man — yes — he dhl truly love me, 
lie — he — has not deceived me. But enough, 

Enough of this — swift counsel now beseems us. 

The Courier, whom Count Kinsky sent from Prague, 

1 expc(it him every moment : and whatever 
He may bring with him, we must take good care 
To keej) it from the mutineers. Quick thou I 
Despatch some messenger you can rely on 
To meet him, and conduct him to me. 

[Illo w going, 

BUTLETt {detaining him). 

My General, whom expect you then? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I’he Courier 

Who brings me word of the event at Prague. 

BUTLER {hesitating). 

Hem! 

WALLENSTEIN, 

And what now ? 

BUTLER. 

You do not know it ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

WeU? 

BUTLER. 

From what that larum in the camp arose ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 


From what? 
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nm’LER. 

That Courier 

WALLENSTEIN Iwith eager euppectation). 

Well? 

BUTLER. 

Is already here. 

TEiizKY and ILLO (fli the same time). 

Already here ‘‘ * 

WABLENSTEIN. 

My Courier? • 

BUTLER. 

For some hours. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

And I not know it ? 

BUTLER. 

The sentinels detain him 

In custody. 

ILLO {stamping with his foot). 

Damnation ! 

BUTI.ER. 

And his letter 

Was broken open, and is circulated 
Through tlie whole camp. 

WALLENSTEIN, 

You know what it contains ? 

BUTLER. 

Question me not ! 

TERZKY. 

Illo ! alas for us, 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Hide notliing from me — [ can hear the worst. 

Prague then is lost. It is. Confess it freely. 

BUTLER. 

Yes ! Prague is lost. And all the several regiments 
At Budweiss, Tabor, Braunau, Kdnigingratz, 

At Brunn and Znaym, have forsaken you, 

And ta’en the oaths of fealty anew 

To the Emperor. Yourself, with Kinsky, Terzky, 

And Illo bive been sentenced, 

[Terzky ami Illo ejtpress alarm aiid fury, Wal- 
lenstein remains firm and collected. 
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WALLENSTEIN. 

’Tis decided ! 

'Tis well ! I have received a sudden cure 
From all the pangs of doubt : with steady stream 
Once more my life-blood flows ! My soul’s secure ! 

In the night only Friedland's stars can beam. 

Lingering irresolute, with fitful fears 
I drew the sword — ’twas with an inward strife, 

While yet the choice was mine^ The murderous knife 
Is lifted for my heart ! Doubt disappears ! 

I fight now for my head and for my life. 

[Exit Wat.lknstein ; the others follow him. 

Scene XI. 

COUNTESS TERZKY {enters from a side room). 

I can endure no longer. No ! 

[Loo/i-.s around her. 
Where are they ! 

No one is here. They leave me all alone, 

Alone in this sore anguish of suspense. 

And I must wear the outward show of calmness 
Before my sister, and shut in within me 
The pangs and agonies of my crowded bosom. 

It is not to be home. If all should fail ; 

If — if he must go over to the Swedes, 

An empty-handed fugitive, and not 
As an ally, a covenanted equal, 

A proud commander with his army following ; 

If we must wander on from land to land. 

Like the Count Palatine, of fallen greatness 
An ignominious monument. But no ! 

That day I will not see ! And could himself 
Endure to sink so low, I would not bear 
To see him so low sunken. 

Scene XII. 

Countess, Duchess, Thekij^. 

THEKLA [endeavowing to hold back the duchess) 

Dear mother, do stay here ! 

DUCHESS. 

No ! Here is yet 
Some flightful mysteiy that is bidden from me. 
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Why does my sister shun me ? Don’t I see her 
Full of suspense and anguish roam about . 

From room to room ? Art thou not full of terror ? 
And what import these silent nods and gestures 
Which stealth wise thou exchangest with her ? 

THEKLA. 


Nothing, dear mother ! 


Nothing : 


DUCHESS (ft? the countess). 

Sister, I will know. 


COUOTESS. 

What boots it now to hide it from her ? Sooner 
Or later she mmt learn to hear and bear it. 

’Tis not the time now to indulge infirmity ; 

(^vourage beseems us noAV, a ht‘art collect, 

And exercise and previous discipline 
Of fortitude. One word, and over with it ! 

Sister, you are deluded. You believe 

The Duke has been deposed — ^the Duke is not 

Deposed — he is 

TiiEKLA {going to the countess). 

What ? do you wish to kill her ? 

COUNTESS. 

The Duke is 

THEKLA (throwing her anns round Iter mother). 

0 stand iirm ! stand firm, my mother ! 

COUNTESS. 

Kevolted is the Duke ; he is preparing 
I’o join the enemy ; the army leave him, 

And all has foil'd. 


Scene XIII. 

A spacious Hoorn in the Duke of Friedland's Palace. 

WALLENSTEIN {in atmour). 

Thou hast gain’d thy point, Octavio ! Once more am I 
Almost as friendless as at liegensburg. 

There I had nothing left me, but myself ; 

But what one man can do, you have now experience. 
The twigs have you hew’d off, and here I stand 
A leafless trunk. But in the sap witliin 
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Lives the creating power, and a new world* 

May sprout forth from it. Once already have I 
Proved myself worth an army to you — I alone ! 

Before the Swedish strengdi your troops had melted ; 
Beside the Lech sank Tilly your last hope ; 

Into Bavaria, like a winter torrent, 

Did that Gustavus pour, and at Vienna 
In his own palace did the E^nj)eror tremble. 

Soldiers were scarce, for still llie multitude 
Follow the luck : all eyes were turn’d on me, 

Their helper in distress ; the Emperor's pride 
Bow’d itself down before the man he had injured. 

’Twas I must rise, and with creative word 
Assemble forces in the desolate camps. 

I did it. Like a god of war, my name 

Went through the world. The drum w^as beat ; and, lo ! 

The plough, the workshop is forsaken, all 

Swann to the old familiar long-loved banners ; 

And as the wood-choir rich in melody 
Assemble quick around the bird of wonder, 

When first his throat swells with his magic song, 

So did the warlike youth of Germany 
Crowd in around the image of my eagle. 

I feel myself the being that 1 was. 

It is the soul that builds itself a body, 

And Friedland s camp w^ill not remain unfill’d. 

Lead then your thousands out to meet me — true ! 

They are accustom'd under me to conquer, 

But not against me. If the head and limbs 
Separate from each other, ’twill be soon 
Made manifest, in which the soul abode. 

(ILLO and TKRZKY enter.) 

Courage, friends ! courage ! we are still unvanquish'd 
1 feel my footing firm ; five regiments, Terzky, 

Are still our own, and Butler’s gallant troops ; 

And an host of sixteen thousand Swedes to-morrow. 

I was not stronger when, nine years ago, 

I marched forth, with glad heart and high of hope, 

To conquer Germany for the Emperor. 
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Scene XIV. 

Wat.lenstein, Illo, Terzkt. 

{To them enter Neumann, who leads I’ehzky aside ^ and talks 
with him.) 

TEJEIZKY. 

What do they want ? 

walt.enStein. 

■VYhllt now ? 
terzky. , 

Ten Cuirassiers 

From Pappcnheim request leave to address you 
In the iiiimo of the. regiment. 

WALLENSTEIN {hastily to NEUMANN). 

% Let them enter. 

[Exit Neumann , 
This 

May end in something. Mark you. They aro still 
Doubtful, and may be won 

Scene XV. 

Wallenstein, Terzkt, Illo, ten Cuirassiers {led by an An- 
srESSADE , march vp and arranyc themselves^ , after the 
word of command, in one front before the Duke, and make 
their obeisance. He talces his hat off, and immediately 
covers himslf again). 

ANSPESSAHE. 

Halt ! Front ! Present ! 

walli:nstein {after he has run through them with his eye, to 
the ANSPESSAHE). 

I know thee well. Thou art out of Briiggen in Flanders : 
Thy name is Mercy 

ANSPESSAHE. 

Henry Mercy. 

WATXENSTEIN. 

Thou wert cut off on the marcli, surrounded by th^ Hes- 
sians, and didst fight thy way with an hundred and eighty 
men through their thousand. 

• Anspessade^ in Gemian Gefreiter, a soldier inferior to a corporal, but 
above the sentinels. The German name implies that he is exempt from 
mounting guard. 
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ANSFESSADE. 

*Twas even so, General ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What reward hadst thou for tliis gallant exploit ? 

• ANSFESSADE. 

That which I asked for : the honour to serve in this corps. 
WALLEN si’EiN (turning to a second). 

, TJipii wert among the volunteers that seized and made 
booty of the Swedish battery at Altenburg. 

SECOND CUtllASSlEK. 

Yes, General I 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I forget n<^ one with whom I have exchanged words. (A 
pause.) Who’Wnds you? 

ANSFESSADE. 

Y'our noble regiment, the Cuirassiers of Piccolomini. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Why does not your colonel deliver in your request, accord- 
ing to the custom of service ? 

ANSFESSADE. 

Because we would first know whom we sers’e. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Begin your address. 

ANSFESSADE (giving the word of command). 

Shoulder your arms ! 

WALLENSTEIN (lUTYviug to third). 

Thy name is Kisbeck ; Cologne is thy birth-place. 

THEBD CUIBASSIEB. 

Kisbeck of Cologne. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

It was thou that broughtest in the Sivedish colonel, Dii- 
bald, prisoner, in the camp at Nuremberg. 

TIIIKD CUIRASSIER. 

It was not 1, General. 

WALLENSTEIN 

Perfectly right! It was thy elder brother: thou hadst a 
younger brother too : Where did he stay ?' 

THIRD CUIRASSIER. 

He is stationed at Olmiitz, with the Imperial army. 
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WALLENSTEIN (tO the ANSPESSADE). 

Now then — begin. 

ANSPESSADE. 

There came to haiid'a letter from the Emperor 
Commanding us — 

w'ALLENSTEiN {interrupting him). 

Who chose you ? 

ANSPESSADE. 

• Every company 

Drew its own man by lot. • 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Now ! to the business. 


ANSPESSADE. 

Tlicro ramc to hand a letter from the Emperor 
Commanding us collectively, from thee 
Ail duties of obedience to withdraw, 

Because thou wert an enemy and traitor. 

AVAT.LENSTE1N. 

And what did you determine? 

ANSPESSADE. 

All our comrades 
At Braunau, Budweiss, Prague and Olmiitz, have 
Obey’d already ; and the regiments here, 

Tiefenbach and Toscano, instantly 

Did follow their example. But — but wo 

Do not believe that thou art an enemy 

And tniitoi’ to thy country, hold it merely 

For lie and* trick, and a trumped up Spanish story! 

[With warmth. 

Thyself shalt tell us what thy purpose is, 

For wo have found thee still sincex*e and true : 

No mouth shall interpose itself betwixt 
The gallant G encral and the gallant troops. 

W'ALLENSTEIN. 

Therein I recognise my Pappcnlieimers. 

ANSPESSADE. 

And this proposal makes thy regiment to thee : 

Is it thy purpose merely to preserve 
In thine own hands this military sceptre, 

Which so becomes thee, which the Emperor 
Made over to thee by a covenant ! 



S66 THE HEATH OF WALLENSTEIN. [AOT. III. 

Is it thy purpose merely to remain 

Supreme commander of the Austrian armies ? — 

We will stand by thee, General ! and guaiantce 
Tby honest rights against all opposition. 

And should it chance, that till the other regiments 
Turn from thee, hy ourselves will we stand forth 
Thy faithful soldiers, and, as is our duty, 

I'ar rather let ourselves btJ cjit to pieces, 

Than suffer thee to fall. But If it he 
As the Emperor's lettar says, if it he true, 

That thou in traitorous wise wilt lead us over 
To the enemy, which God in heaven forbid ! 

Then we too will forsake thee, and obey 
That letter — 

WALT.ENSTEIN. 

Hear me, children! 

ANSPESSAHE. 

Yes, or no I 

There needs no other answer. 

WALLENSTEIN 

Yield attention. 

Y'ou’re men of sense, examine for yourselves ; 

Y'c think, and do not follow with the herd ; 

And therefore have I always showT* you honour 
Above all others, suffer’d you to reason ; 

Have treated you as free nie»L and my orders 
Were but tlic echoes of your piior suffrage. — 

ANSPESSADE. 

Most fair and ncihle has thy conduct been 

To us, my General ! Witli thy confidence 

Thou hast honour'd us, and shown us grace and favour 

Beyond all other regimouls ; and thou secst 

We follow not the common herd. We will 

Stand by thee failhfully. Speak but one word— 

Thy word shall satisfy us, that it is not 
A treason which thou meditatest — that 
Thou meanest not to lead the army over 
To the enemy; nor e’er betray thy country. 

WALI.ENSTEIN. 

Me, mo are they betraying. The Emperor 
Hath sacrificed me to my enemies, 
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And I must fall, unless my gallant troops 
Will rescue me. See ! 1 contldc in you. 

And be your hearts my stronghold ! At this breast 
The aim is taken, at this hoary head. 

This is your Spanish gratitude, this is our 
Kequital for that murderous tight at Lutzen ! 

For this we tJirew the naked breast against 

The halbert, made for this the frozen earth 

Our bed, and the hard stone our pillow ! never stream 

Too rapid for us, nor wood too impervious ; 

With cliecrful spirit w’o piirsuc^d that Mansfeldt 
I’hrough all the t,urns and windings of his flight : 

our whole life was but one restless march : 

And homeless, as the stirring wind, wo travcll’d 
O’er the war- wasted earth. And now, even now. 

That wo have well nigh tinish'd the hard toil, 

'j’ho untbankful, the curse-laden toil of w^eapons, 

AVilh laithful iiidofatigahle arm 

Have roll'd the heavy w’ar-load up the hill, 

ilehuld ! this boy of the Emperor's bears away 

'i’lie honours of the peace, an easy prize ! 

llo'll weave, forsooth, into his flaxen locks 

The olive branch, the hard-eam’d oi'n ament 

Of this grey head, growm grey beneath the helmet. 

ANSPESSADE. 

That sliall he not, while wo can hinder it ! 

No one, but thou, wlio hast conducted it 
AA^ith fame, shall end this war, this frightful w'ar. 

Tliou ledd’st us out to the bloody field 

Of death ; thou and no other shall conduct us homo, 

Ecjoicing, to the lovely plains of peace — 

SiJhalt share with us the fruits of tlic long toil — 

WALLENSTEIN. 

AVhat ! Tliink you then at length in late old age 
To enjoy the fruits of toil? Believe it not. 

Never, no never, will you sec the end 
Of the contest ! you and me, and all of us, 

This war will swallow up ! AVar, war, not peace. 

Is Austria’s wish ; and therefore, because I 
Endeavour’d after peace, therefore I fall. 

For what cares Austria, how long the war 
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Wears out the armies and lays waste the world ! 

She will but wax and grow amid the ruir 
And still win new domains. 

[The Cuirassiers express agitation by their gestures. 
Ye re moved — I see 

A noble rage flash from your eyes, ye warriors ! 

Oh that my spirit might possess you now 
Daring as once it led you to the battle ! 

Ye would stand by me with your veteran arms, 

Protect me in my rights ; and tliis is noble ! 

But think not that you can accomplish it, 

Your scanty number ! to no purpose will you 

Have sacrificed you for your General. [Confidentially. 

No ! let us tread securely, seek for friends ; 

The Swedes have proffer’d us assistance, let us 
Wear for a while ftie appearance of good will, 

And use them for your profit, till we both 
Carry the fate of Europe in our hands, 

And from our camp to the glad jubilant world 
Lead Peace forth with the garland on her head I 

ANSPESSADE. 

*Tis then but mere appearances which thou 
Dost put on with the Swede ! Thoult not betiuy 
The Emperor ? Wilt not turn us into Swedes ? 

This is the only thing which we desire 
To learn from thee, 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What care I for the Swedes ? 

1 hate them as I hate the pit of hell. 

And under Providence I trust right soon 
To chase them to their homes across their Baltic. 

My cares are only for the whole : I have 
A heart — it bleeds within me for the miseries 
And piteous groaning of my fellow Germans. 

Ye are but common men, but yet ye think 
With minds not common ; ye appear to me 
Worthy before all others, tliat I whisper ye 
A little word or two in confidence ! 

See now ! already for full fifteen years, 

The war-torch has continued burning, yet 
No rest, no pause of conflict Swede and German, 
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Papist and Lutheran ! neither will give way 
To the other, eveiy hand’s against the other. 

Each 01)0 is party and no one a judge. 

Where shall this end? Where’s he that will unravel 
This tangle, ever tangling more and more. 

It must be cut asunder. 

1 feel that 1 am the man of destiny, 

And trust, with your assistaitce, to accomplish it. 

Scene XVI. 

To these enter Butlee. 
liUTLER {passionately). 

General ! This is not right ! 

WALLENSTJ3IN. 

What is not right ? 

BUTLER. 

It must needs injure us with all honest men 

WALLENSTEIN. 

But what? 

BUTLEE. 

It is an open proclamation 
Of insurrection. 


WALLENSTEIN. 

Well, well — ^but what is it? 

BUTLEP. 

Comit Terzky’s regiments tear the Imperial Eagle 
From off the_ banners, and instead of it 
Have rear’d aloft their arms. 

AN&PESSADE {obniptly to the Cuirassiers). 

Bight about ! March ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Cursed be this counsel, and accursed who gave it ! 

[To the Cuirassiers, who are retiring. 
Halt, children, halt ! There’s some mistake in this ; 

Hark! — I will punish it severely. Stop ! 

They do not hear. {To Illo). Go after them, assure them, 
And bring them back to me, cost what it may. 

[Illo hwries out. 

This hurls us headlong. Butler ! Butler I 
You are my evil genius, wherefore must you 
Announce it in their presence? It was all 
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In a fair way. They were half won ! those madmen 
Witli their improvident over-readiness — 

A cruel game is Fortune playing with me. 

The zeal of friends it is that razes me, 

And not the hate of enemies. 

Scene XVII. 

To these enter the Duchess, ^who rushes into the Chamber, 
Thekla and the Countess follow her, 

DUCHESS. 

0 Albrecht ! 

What hast thou done ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

And now comes this beside. 

COUNTESS. 

. Forgive me, brother ! It was not in my power— 

They know all. 

DUCHESS. 

What hast thou done ? 

COUNTESS (to TEBZKY). 

Is there no hope ? Is all lost utterly 

TERZKV. 

All lost. No hope. Prague in tlie Emperor’s hands, 

The soldieiy have ta’en their oaths anew. 

COUNTESS. 

That lurking hj^ocrito, Octavio ! 

Count Max. is otf too. 

TERZKY. 

Where can he be ? He’s * 

Gone over to the Emperor with his father. 

[Thekla rushes out into the arms of her mother ^ hidintj 
her face in her bosom, 

DUCHESS {mf aiding her in her arms). 

Unhappy child ! and more unhappy mother ! 

WALLENSTEIN {aside to tekzky). 

Quick ! Let a carriage stand in readiness 
In the court behind the palace. Scherfenberg 
Be their attendant ; he is faithful to us ; 
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To Egra hell conduct them, and we follow. 

{To Illo, who returns. 

Thou hast not brought them back ? 

IDLO. 

Hear'st thou the uproar ? 
The whole corps of the Pappenheimers is 
Drawn out : tlie younger Piccolomini, 

Their colonel, they require 1 for they affirm, 

That lie is in the palace here, a prisoner ; 

And if thou dost not instantly deliver him, 

They will find means to free him with the sword. 

{All statid amazed. 

TERZKY. 

What shall we make of this ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Said I not so ? 

0 my prophetic heart ! he is still here. 

He has not betray’d me — he could not betray me. 

1 never doubted of it. 

COUNTESS. 

If he be 

Still here, then all goes well ; for I know what 

{Embracing Thekt.a 

Will keep him here for ever. 

TEBZB7. 

It can’t be. 

His father has betray’d us, is gone over 

To the Emperor — the son could not have ventured 

To stay behind. 

THEKLA {her ege fixed on the door). 

Tliere he is ! 

Scene XVIII. 

To these enter Max. Piccolomini. 

MAX. 

Yes ! here he is ! I can endure no longer 
To creep on tiptoe round this house, and lurk 
In ambush for a favourable moment ; 

This loitering, this suspense exceeds my powers. 

[Advancing to Thekla, who has thrown hfirselfi into Her 
mother's arms. 
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Turn not thine eyes away. 0 look upon me ! 

Confess it freely before idl. Fear no one. 

Let who will hear that we both love each other. 

Wherefore continue to conceal it? Seci*ecy 
Is for the happy — ^misery, hopeless misery, 

Needeth no veil ! Beneath a thousand suns 
It dares act openly. 

{He observes the CouNTESg looking on Thekla with 
expressions of triumph. 

No, Lady ! No ! 

Expect not, hope it not. I am not come 
To Stay : to bid farewell, farewell for ever. 

For this 1 come ! ’Tis over ! I must leave thee ! 

Thekla, I must — must leave thee ! Yet thy hatred 
Let me not take with me. I pray thee, grant me 
One look of s}Tnpathy, only one look. 

Say tliat thou dost not hate mo. Say it to me Thekla ! 

her hand. 

0 God ! I cannot leave this spot — I cannot ! 

Cannot let go this hand. O tell me, Thekla! 

That thou dost suffer with me, art convinced 
That I can not act otherwise. 

[Thekta, avoiding his look, points with her hand to 
her father. Max. turns round to the DukCy whom he 
had not till then perceived. 

Thou here ? It was not thoo, whom here I sought. 

1 trusted never more to have beheld thee. 

My business is with her alone. Here will I 
Keceive a full acquittal from this hearts 
For any other I am no more concern’d. 

WAIiLENSTEIN. 

Think’sl thou that, fool-like, I shall let thee go, 

And act the mock-magnanimous with thee ? 

Thy father is become a villain to me ; 

I hold thee for his son, and nothing more : 

Nor to no purpose shalt thou have been given 
Into my power. Think not, that I will honour 
That ancient love, which so remorselessly 
He mangled. They are now post by, those hours 
Of friendship and forgiveness. Hate and vengeance 
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Succeed — ’tis now their turn — I too can throw 
All feelings of the man aside — can prove 
IVlyself as much a monster as thy father ! 

MAX. (calmly). 

Thou wilt proceed with me, as thou hast power. 

Thou know’st, I neither brave nor fear thy rage. 

What has detain’d me here, that too thou know’st. 

• [Takirnj Thekla by the hand^ 
See, Duke I All — all would I have owed to thee, 

Would have received from thy pate'mal hand 
Tlie lot of blessed spirits. This hast thou 
Laid waste for ever — that concerns not thee. 

Indifferent thou tramplest in the dust 
Their happiness, who most arc thine. The god 
W’^hom thou dost serve, is no benignant deity. 

Like as the blind irreconcileable 
Fierce element, incapable of compact, 

Thy heart’s wild impulse only dost thou follow*. 

* 1 have here ventured to omit a considerable number of lines. I fear 
that I should not have done amiss, had I taken this liberty more frequently. 
It is, however, incumbent on me to give the original, with a literal tiansr 
lation. 

Wch deiien, die auf Dich vertraun, an Dkh 
Die siclire Hiitte ihres Gluckes lehnen, 

Gelockt von deiner gcistlichen Gestalt 
Sclmell unverhofft, bei nikhtlich stiller Weile 
Gtthrts in dem tUckschen Feuerschlunde, lodet 
Sich aus mit tobender Gewalt, und weg 
Treibt uber alle Filanaungen der Menschen 
Dcr wilde Strom in grausender ZerstOmng. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Du schildcrst deincs Vaters Hens. Wie Du's 
Beschreibst, so ist s in seincm Eingeweide, 

In diescr schwarzen Heuchlcrs Brust gestaltet 
0, mich hat Hdllenkunst getUuscht ! Mir sandte 
Der Abgrund den vcrflecktesten der Geister, 

Den Lugenkundigsten herauf, und stellt’ ihn 
AIs Freund an meiiier Seite. Wer vermag 
Der nolle Macht zu widerstehn I Ich zog 
Den Basil isken auf an meincm Busen, 

Mit meinem Hensblut nUhrt ich ihn, er sog 
Sich schwelgend voll an meiner Liebe Biusten, 

Tcb hatte nimmer Arges gegen ihn, 

Weit oifen liess ich des Godankens Thore, 
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WALLENSTEIN. 

Thou art describing thy own father’s heart. 

The adder ! 0, the carhms of hell o’erpowered me. 

He dwelt within me, to my inmost soul 
Still to and fro ho pass’d, suspected never 
On the wide ocean, in the starry heaven 
Did mine eyes seek the enemy, whom I 
In my heart s heart had folded ! Had I been 
To Ferdinand what Octavio wfis to me. 

War had I ne’er dencunced against him. No, 

I never could have done it. ’^Tlio Emperor was 
My austere master only, not my friend. 

There was already war ’twixt him and me 
When he deliver’d the Commander s Staff 
Into my hands ; for there's a natural 
Unceasing war ’t\vixt cunning and suspicion ; 

Peace exists only betwixt confidence 

And faith. Who poisons confidence, he murders 

The future generations. 

HAX. 

I will not 

Defend my father. Woe is me, I cannot! 

Hard deeds and luckless have ta'en [dace ; one crime 
Drags after it the other in close link. 

But we are innocent : how hevo we fallen 

Und warf die SchlUdsel weiBcr Yorsicht weg. 

Am Sterneiihimmel, etc. 

I.ITBRAL TRANSLATION. 

Alas ! for those who place their confidence on thee, against thee lean the 
secure hut of their fortune, allured by thy hospitable form. Suddenly, un- 
expectedly, in a moment still as night, there is a fermentation in the 
treacherous gulf of fire ; it discharges itself with raging force, and away 
over all the plantations of men drives the wild stream in fnghtful devasta- 
tion. — WALLEN6TK1N. Tho|i art portraying thy hither’s heart; as thou 
describest, even so is it shaped in his entrails, in this black hypocrite’s breast. 
0, the art of hell has deceived me ! The Abyss sent up to me the most 
spotted of the spirits, the most skilful in lies, and placed him as a friend by 
luy side. Who may withstand the power of hell 1 I took the basilisk to 
my bosom, wnth my heart's blood 1 nourished him ; he sucked himself glut- 
full at the breasts of my love. I never liarboured evil towards him ; wide 
open did 1 leave the door of my thoughts ; I threw away the key of wise ^ 
foresight. In the starry heaven, &c.»-We find a difficulty in believing this 
to have been written by Souiller. 
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Into this circle of mishap and guilt ? 

To whom have we been faithless ? Wherefore must 

The evil deeds and guilt reciprocal 

Of our two fathers twine like serpents round us ? 

Why must our fathers’ 
Unconquerable hate rend us asunder, 

Who love each other ? 

WADLKlirSTElN. 

Max., remain with me. 

Go you not from me, Max. ! Hark ! I will tell thee— 
How when at Prague, our winter quarters, thou 
Wert brought into my tent a tender boy. 

Not yet accustom’d to the German winters ; 

Thy hand was frozen to the heavy colours ; 

Thou wouldst not let them go*— 

At that time did I take thee in my arms, 

And with my mantle did I cover thee ; 

1 was thy nurse, no woman could have been 
A kinder to thee ; I was not ashamed 
To do for thee all little offices. 

However strange to me ; I tended thee 

Till life return'd ; and when thine eyes first open’d, 

1 had thee in my arms. Since then, when have 
Alter’d my feelings towards thee ? Many thousands 
Have I made rich, presented them with lands ; 
llewarded them with dignities and honours ; 

Thee have I loved : my heart, my self, I gave 

To thee ! They all were aliens : thou wert 

Our child and inmate*. Max. ! Thou canst not leave me; 

It cannot be ; I may not, will not think 

That Max. can leave me. 

MAX. 

O my God ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I have 

* This is a poor and inadequate translation of the affectionate simplicity 
of tho original— 

Sie allc ivoreu Fremdlinge, Du worst 
Das Kind des Houses. 

Indee the whole speech is in the best style of Massinger. 0 si sic 
omnia! 
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Held and sustain’d thee from thy tottering childhood. 
What holy bond is there of natural love, 

What human tie, that does not knit thee to me ? 

1 love thee, Max. ! What did thy father for thee. 

Which I too have not done, to the height of duty ? 

Go hence, forsake me, serve thy Emperor ; 

He will reward thee with a pretty chain 

Of gold ; with his ram’s fleeee will he reward thee ; 

For that the friend, the father bf thy youth, 

For that the holiest feeling of humanity, 

Was nothing worth to thee. 

MAX. 

O God ! how can I 

Do otherwise ? Am I not forced to do it. 

My oath — my duty — ^my honour — 

WALLENSTEIN. 

How ? Thy duty ? 
Duty to whom ? Who art thou ? Max. ! bethink thee 
What duties mayst thou have ? If / am acting 
A criminal part toward the Emperor, 

It is my crime, not tliine. Dost thou belong 
To thine own self? Art tliou thine own commander? 
Stand’st thou, like me, a freeman in tlie world, 

That in thy actions thou shouldst plead free agency ? 

On me thou’rt planted, I am tliy Emperor ; 

To obey me, to belong to me, this is 
Thy honour, this a law of nature to thee ! 

And if the planet, on the which thou livest 
And hast thy dwelling, from its orbit starts 
It is not in thy choice, whether or no 
Thoult follow it. Unfelt it whirls thee onward 
Together with his ring, and all his moons. 

With little guilt stepp’st thou into this contest ; 

Thee will the world not censure, it will praise thee, 

For that thou held’st thy friend more worth to thee 
Than names and influences more removed. 

For justice is the virtue of the ruler, 

Aftection and fidelity the subject’s. 

Kot every one doth it beseem to question 
The far-off high Aicturus. Most securely 
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Wilt thou pursue the nearest duty : let 
7’he pilot fix his eye upon the pole-star. 


SCEN^ XIX. 


To these enter Neumaxn. 


WALLENSTEIN. 

What now? ^ • 

NEUMANN. 

The Pappenheimer3 are dismounted, 

And arc advancing now on foot, determined 
Widi sword in hand to storm the house, and free 
The Count, their colonel. 

WALLENSTEIN {tO TERZKV). , 

Have the caimon planted. 

I will receive them with chain-shot. 

[Emit Terzky. 

Prescribe to me with sword in hand 1 ‘Go, Neumann ! 
’Tis my command tliat they retreat this moment, 

And in their ranks in silence wait my pleasure. 

[Neumann eont, Illo steps to the window, 

COUNTESS. 

Let him go, I entreat thee, let him go. 

illo [at the window). 

Hell and perdition ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What is it? 

ILLO. 

They scale the council-house, the roof’s uncovered, 

They level at this house tlie cannon — 

MAX. 

Madmen ! 


ILLO. 

They are making preparations now to fire on us. 

DUCHESS and countess. 
Merciful heaven ! 

MAX. itO WAIXENBTEIN). 

Let me go to them ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 


Not a step t 
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MAX. {pointing to thexla and the PUCHESS). 

But their life ! Thme i 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What tidings bring’st thou, Terzky? 
Scene XX. 

To these Terzky returning. 

^ TERZKY. 

Message and greeting from our faithful regiments. 

Their ardour may no longer he curb'd in. 

They entreat permission to commence the attack ; 

And if thou wouldst but give the w'ord of onset, 

They could now charge the enemy in rear, 

Into the city wedge them, and with case 
O’erpower tiiem in the narrow streets. 

ILLO. 

O come ! 

Let not their ardour cool. The soldiery 
Of Butler’s coips stand by us faithfully; 

We are the greater number. Let us charge them, 

And finish here in Pilsen the revolt. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What ? shall this town become a field of slaughter, 

And brother-killing Discord, fire-eyed, 

Be let loose through its streets to roam and rage ? 

Shall the decision be deliver’d over 

To deaf remorseless Piage, that hears no leader? 

Here is not room for battle, only for butchery. 

Well, let it be » I have long thought of it, 

So let it burst then ! 

\Turn8 to Max. 
Well, how is it with thee ? 

Wilt thou attempt a heat >vith me. Away! 

Thou art free to go. Oppose thyself to me, 

Front against front, and lead them to the battle ; 

Thou’rt skill'd in war, thou hast learn ’d somewhat under me, 
1 need not be ashamed of my opponent. 

And never hadst thou fairer opportunity 
To pay me for thy schooling. 
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COUNTESS. 

Is it then, 

Can it have come to t^? — ^What ! Cousin, cousin ! 

Have you the heart? 

MAX. 

The regiments that are trusted to mj care 
I have pledged my troth to bring away from Pilscn 
True to the Emperor ; and this promise will 1 
Make good, or perish. Mbre th^ this no duty 
Bequires of me. I will not light against thee, 

Unless compeird ; for though an enemy, 

Thy head is holy to me stilL 

[Two reportu of cannon, lixo and Tebzet hurry ta the 
window. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What’s that? 

TERZKT. 

He falls. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Falls! Who? 


ILLO. 

TiefenbacFs corps 

Discharged the ordnance. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Upon whom? 

ILLO. 

On Neumann 

Your messenger. 

WALLENSTEIN {starting up). 

Ha I Death and hell ! I will— 


TERZKY 

Expose thyself to their blind frenzy? 

DUCHESS a7ld COUNTESS. 


For God’s sake, no ! 


No! 


ILLO. 

Not yet, my General ! 
O hold him ! hold him I 


WALLENSTEIN. 

Leave me — 
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MAX. 

Do it not ; 

Not yet ! This rash and bloody deed has thrown them 
Into a frenzy-fit — allow them time— 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Away! too long already haVe 1 loiter’d. 

They are emboldened to these outrages, 

Beholding not my face. They shall behold 

My countenance, shall hear Ay voice 

Are they not my troops ? Am I not their General, 

And their long-fear’d commander ! Let me see, 

Whether indeed they do no longer know 
That countenance, which was their sun in battle I 
From the balcony (mark !) I show myself 
To these rebellious forces, and at once 
Revolt is mounded, and the high-swoln current 
Shrinks back into the old bed of obedience. 

[Exit Wallenstein; Illo, Tebzky, and Butler 
follow. 


Scene XXI. 

Countess, Duchess, Max. and Thekla., 

COUNTESS {to the duchess). 

Let them but see him — ^there is hope still, sister. 

DUCHESS. 

Hope ! I have none ! 

MAX. {who during the liXSt scene has been standing at a dis- 
tance^ in a visible struggle of feelings, advances). 

This can I not endure. 

With most determined soul did I come hither ; 

My purposed action seem’d unblamable 
To my own conscience — and I must stand here 
Like one abhorr’d, a hard inhuman being : 

Yea, loaded with the curse of all I love ! 

Must see all whom I love in this sore anguish, 

Whom I with one word can make happy — 0 ! 

My heart revolts within me, and two voices 
Malte themselves audible within my bosom. 

My soul’s benighted ; I no longer can 
Distinguish the right track. 0, well and truly 
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6G. XXI.] 

Didst thou say, father, 1 relied too much 
On my own heart. My mind moves to and fro — 

I know not what to do. 

COUNTESS. 

What ! you know not ? 

Does not your own heart tell you? 0 ! then I 
Will tell it you. Your father is a traitor, 

A frightful traitor to us — ^he^has plotted 
Against our General’s lifer; has plunged us all 
In misery — and you’re his son ! Tis yours 
To make the amends — Make you the son’s fidelity 
Outweigh the father’s treason, that the name 
Of Ficcolomini he not a proverb 
Of infamy, a common form of cursing 
To the posterity of Wallensteiit. 

MAX. 

Where is that voice of truth which I dare follow 
It speaks no longer in my heart. We all 
Dut utter what our passionate wishes dibtate : 

0 that an angel would descend from heaven. 

And scoop for me the right, the uncorrupted, 

With a pure hand from tlie pure Fount of Light. 

[Hia eyes glance on Theexa. 
What other angel seek I? To this heart, 

To this unerring heart, will I submit it ; 

Will ask thy love, which has the power to bless 
The happy man alone, averted ever 
From the disquieted and guilty — canst thou 
Still love me, if I stay? Say that thou canst, 

And 1 am the Duke’s 

COUNTESS. 

Think, niece — — 
max. 

Think, nothing, Thekla ! 

Speak what \ko\xfeelest. 

COUNTESS. 

Think upon your father. 

MAX. 

1 did not question thee, as Friedland’s daughter. 

Thee, the beloved and the unerring god 
Within thy heart, I question. What’s at stake? 
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Not whether diadem of royalty 

Be to be won or not — that mightst thou think on. 

Thy fnend, and his soul's quiet, are at stahe : 

The fortune of a thousand gallant men, 

Who will all follow me ; shall I forswear 
My oath and duty to the Emperor ? 

Say, shall I send into Octavio's camp 
The parricidal ball? For when the ball 
Has left its cannon, and is oit its flight, 

It is no longer a dead instrument ! 

It lives, a spirit passes into it. 

The avenging furies seize possession of it, 

And with sure malice guide it the worst way. 

THEKLA. 

0! Max. 

MAX. {inlerrupting her). 

Nay, not precipitately either, Thekla. 

I understand thee. To thy noble heart 
The hardest duty might appear the highest. 

The human, not the great part, wDuld I act 
Even from my childhood to this present hour, 

Think what the Duke has done for me, how loved me. 

And think, too, how my father has repaid him. 

O likewise the free lovely impulses 
Of hospitality, the pious friend s 
Faithfm attachment, these, too, are a holy 
Religion to the heart ; and heavily 
The shudderings of nature do avenge 
Themselves on the barbarian that insults them. 

Lay all upon the balance, all — ^then speak, 

And let thy heart decide it. 

THEKLA 

O, thy own 

Hath long ago decided. Follow thou 
Thy heart’s first feeling 

COUNTESS. 

Oh ! ill-fated woman ! 

THEKLA. 

Is it possible^ that that can be the right. 

The which thy tender heart did not at first 
Detect and seize with instant impulse? Go, 
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Fulfil thy duty ! I should Over love thee. 

Whate’er thou hadst chosen, thou wouldst still have acted 
Nobly and worthy of thee — ^but repentance 
Shall ne’er disturb thy soul’s fair peace. 

MAX. 

Then I 

Must leave thee, must part from thee ! 

, 'Being faithful 

To thine own self, thou art faithful, too, to me : 

If our fates part, our hearts remain united. 

A bloody hatred will divide for ever 
The houses Piccolomini and Friedland ; 

But we belong not to our houses. Go ! 

Quick ! quick ! and separate thy righteous cause 
From our unholy and unblessed one ! 

The curse of Heaven lies upon our head : 

’Tis dedicate to ruin. Even me 
My father s guilt drags with it to perdition. 

Mourn not for me : 

My destiny will quickly be decided. 

[Max. clanps her in his arms in extreme emotion. There 
is heard from behind the Scene a loud., wild, long con- 
tinned crif, Vivat Ferdinandus ! accompanied by war- 
nice instruments. Max. and Theela remain without 
motion in eacJi others embraces. 


Scene XXII. 

To the above enter Terzkt. 

COUNTESS {meeting him). 

What meant that cry ? What was it? 

TEUZKY. 

All is lost ! 


COUNTESS. 

What! they regarded not his countenance? 

TEiizxr. 

Twas all in vain. 


DUCHESS. 

They shouted Vivat ! 
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TEBZKT. 

To the Emperor. 

COUKTEBS. 

The traitors ! 

TEBZET. 

Nay ! he was not permitted 
Even to address them. Soon as he began, 

With deafening noise of warlike instruments 
They drown'd his words. But here he comes. 

Scene XXIII. 

To these enter Wallenstein, accompanied by Illo and 
Butler. 

WALLENSTEIN (os he enters), 

Terzky ! 

TEBZEY. 

My General ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Let our regiments hold themselves 
In readiness to march ; for we shall leave 
Pilsen ere evening. [Exit Terzky. 

Butler ! 
butler 

Yes, my General 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The Governor of Egra is your friend 
Aud countryman. Write to him instantly 
By a post courier. He must be advised. 

That we are with him early on the morrow. 

You follow us yourself, your regiment with you. 

BUTLER. 

It shall be done, my General ! 

WALiiENSTEiN [stcps between Max. and Thekla, who have re- 
mained during this time in each others arms). 

Part! 

MAX. 

0 God ! 

[Cuirassiers enter with drawn swords, and assemble in the 
back-ground. At the same time there are heard from below 
some spirited passages out of the Pappenheim March, which 
seem to address Max. 



■ iirjazimeai^ita^^ GuSniH^). 



IE 0 imm amjf, «l8^^^i!i^^f9:■ 4^'W*^^ *y 

■ i4mwr tg?pr^-0ip0tl^^ 

.^eiahaowH^'I'liim1i!^:||i^|li^ ." ' 

Lesviag mj tH: h(Sm£im ' ' jtip.v , . 

Thine ^es anmy £ 10111 , 11^1 O ■' , 

1%; em dear and hihuta^ eoeiili^^ ' ^ 

P£ut attmpi* to ’U3I0 h& 

. ttmu to m OaoKtmillt. 

Is there no ^^at'lniB i^eic df Ibt me ? 

[TAe Ittnu ijgj^ fifom hiok ; h« tnum to tk$ 

Duohbss. 

Hjr mother! 

'^' OoiidheN dKl^eidbyom 
The time may cooie, edien yea prove to na 

A tn» Mend, a good ai^l at the tluifnie 
Of the Empmar. ' . 

' i^> 

Ten me hope ; yon 'nould sot 

Suflbr me vhcdly to deaj^i: Ko'} .no! 

Mineis a oertidn mieetyi ‘/sThenheWSfoaiveBl 
That offine me a meane eC ehding it. 

[The vdlitwry morio.h^^-mpom, ^Ut . moro 

aad timt-'-wiA' aMit^'timi . " l£idL'>a««i Bmrnnt.aMd 
jMbhoaem'sJtim.- 

And'yon here, Oolonet Ihxtlnr-Htad yon 
Not Mhnr me ? WeQ, ih^t imaiii mom M^dhl 
To.ycms-iww }hidi,ti>aa ynuWf.pmmd yottjijself 
To the BmpeirnL .42pine^ r pmmm mor 

Qive me 3nn]7 handeipen tiiat ywK he 

The guaidiaa ot his nfe, |m,dU^ Ue vatchman. . » 

' Be k'«fet4iite4 imd'hb.|mm^ 

■Mr far enidi tmdee m milder.' 

00 




XBS m*m OT wmcmamH. 


[am vr. 


iU6u 

In Gallas', in your facer’s quarters. Hero 
la only one. Atray 1 anayJ easbd^f^ m 
From his detested ei|^l . Aai^l 
[Max. attempts once mo9v<ton|i2m>n(Al)HEXLA. Wallen- 
stein prevents Am. Max, etanie irtesplim, and in 
apparerdm^fuieh. In fmm idme ^sta^JiUsmore 
and more ; and Uie Aortts eomd^fmn ietm . Ixmder 
and louder f and pack thne after a ehfirier iriiereetL 

HAX. 

Blow, blow I O were it but the Swedish !trumpat8. 

And all the naked swords, which I see here. 

Were plunged into my breast ! What purpose you ? 
You^me to tear me firom this place ! Beware, 

Ye drive me not to desperation. Do it notl 
Ye may repent it 1 

[The sta§e ia entirely filled with armed men, 
Yet more ! weight upon weight to drag me down ! 

Think what ye’je doing. It is not well done 
To choose a man despairing for your leader ; 

You tear mo from my happiness. Well, then, 

I dedicate your souls to vengeance. Mark ! 

For your own ruin you have chosen me : 

Who goes with me, must be prepared to perish. 

[He turns to the backgroimd, their ensues a sudden and 
violent movement ameyng the Ouirasaiers; they sur- 
round him, and cany off in vnld tumult. Wal- 
lbkstein remains immoveable. Thexla sifdts into her 
mother's arms. The curtain falls. The music becomes 
loud and overpowering^ and passes into a complete war- 
march^he orchestra joins it--*and continues during 
the inUrml between the second and third Act. 

ADT IV. 

Bo&ns I. 

^ The Buboouastee's House at Egra. 
buxles (juU arrived). 

Here then he is, by his destiny conducted. 

|Ieze» Fiie^andl End no further ! From Bohemia 
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Thy meteor rose, traTere^ ^be sky awhilei, 

An^ here upon the borders Bohemia 
Mastdnk. ^ . 

Thou hast the 

Blind inan ! yet trusteatto 
Frofaner of altar «nd4he health, 

Apdnst thy Empmer ajad fdlew citdBeim 
Thou meanht to FdhiBmKd^'beisaie--**- 

The evil spirit of mmge impdb thee^ • 

Beurare thou, that Tetmg 9 destn||rthee-a(M:.l 


Btmm II. 

Buwzu awt ^omoz. 

eOBDOH. 

le dit you ? 

How my heart sinks ! The Duke a^ fughm traitor ! 
His princely head attaafited \ O my .^od ! 

[ TeH me, Cteneral, I implore itee^ tail me 
In full, of all these sad e¥eatB at j^saiLj 

BUrEBB. 

You have received the letter which x s^t you 
By a post-courier? ^ 

aoBDou. 

Yes : and m ohedieuoe to it 
Opend the , stronghold to him without acniple* 

For an imperial letter orders me ^ 

To follow your eomnumds im|dicitily. 

But yet forgiye me ! when e^'en now I saw 
The Duke himself, my scruples jeeQmmenced. 

For truly, not like an attainted man, 

Into this, town didFriedland make his entrance ; 
His wonted miyesty beam'd Iran his brow. 

And calm, as in the day# when ell was right, 

Did he receive imm me the accounts of of&ce. 

Tis said, that faUen pii^ kams ecmdescenainn: 

But sparing and with dignity the Duke 
Weigh’d every ^Ualde ©f approbation, . 

As masters praise a aervaint who has done 
His duty asftd am mere. 
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mnsin. 

Ti$allpr6ci4e|j 

As I related in my letter. FiiedWd 
Has sold the army to the enemy. 

And pledged hitaselito. give up Prague an<l Egra. 

On this report the regimeiits jOl &r^k him. 

The five excepted that belong to Tetz)^. 

And 'which have follow'd aa thou hast seem 
The sentence of attainder is pass'd on him. 

And every Ibyal subject is required . 

To give him in to justice, dead or living. 

QOltDOm 

A traitor to the Emperor. Such a noble ! 

Of such high talents ! What is human greatness ! 

I often said, this can't end happily. 

His might, his greatness, and this obscure power 
Are but a cover'd pit-fall. The human being 
May not be trusted to self-government. 

. The clear and written law, the deep trod foot-marks 
Of ancient custom, are all necessary 
To keep him in the road of Mth and duty. 

The authority entniftted to this man 
Was unexampled and unnatural. 

It placed him on a level with his Emperor, 

Till the proud soul unleam'd submission.* Wo is me ; 
I mourn for him ! for where he fell, I deem 
Might none stand firm. Alas ! dear General, 

We in our lucky mediocrity 

Have ne'er experienced, cannot calculate. 

What dangerous wishes sudi a height may breed 
In the heart of such a man. 

BtrTLEB. 

Spare your laments 

Till he need sympathy ; for at this present 
He is still mighty, and still formidable. 

The Swedes advance to by forced marches. 

And quickly will the junction be accomplish'd. 

This must not be ! ' The Duke must never leave 
This stzoi^old m free&otbg; for 1 have 
Pledged life and honiHtr here to hold him prisoner. 
And your-assistanod 'tie cm which I calcubMie. . 



8a nj 


i!m Dimria of wi£Li&N6mi& 


m 


O08ID0K. . - . 

O that 1 had not lited to fiiee .this dayl 
From his hand I received' this digoil^f 
Ha did himself antnuk this stronghold to me, 

Which I am now raqnirad to make ids ddngeoiL 
We subalterns have no wSl of oar om ; 

The free, the miuh^ man alone may listen 
To the Mt imptime of hisJmman natare. 

Ah ! we are but the podir tools of the law, 

Obedience the sole virtue we dam aim atl 
BirttEB. 

Nay! let it not aJBflict you, that your power 
Is circumscribed. Much liberty, much error ! 

The narrow path of duty is^securest. 

GOBDON. 

And all then have des^^d him you say f 
He has built up the luck of many thousands ; 

For kingly was his spirit : his full hand 
Was ever open I Many a one from dust 

[Witk a dy glafice on Butleb. 
Hath he selected, from the very d^t 
Hath raised him into dignity and Honour. 

And yet no friend, not one mend hath be purdiased, 
Whose heart beats true to him in the evil hour. 
sutler. 

Here's one, I see. 


GOm>ON. 

I have ei^oy'd from him 
No grace or favour. I could almost doubt, 

If ever in Ms greatness he once thought on 
An old friend of his youth. For sUll my office 
Kept me at distance from him ; and when first 
He to this citadd appointed me, 

He was sincere and serious in his duty. 

1 do not then abuse his confidence, 

If 1 peservO my foalty in that 
Whi<m to my fealty was first delivered. 

BtJTLEB. 

Say, then, will you fulfil th’ attainder on him. 
And lend your aid to take ham in arrestf^ 
GOBDOB {patim, rsfleeting^then as in deep 
If it be so— if all be as you say— 
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' TAC^-lf/' 


If heVe betray'd the Me master, 

Heve sold the troops, hm^ pnipeeed to 
The strongholds of tl^ ooeukfy to^the enonty^ 
Yea, titi]y!-*4heee isnio<Fe(3^^ 

Yet it is hard, that me iher Idl^ dOstiika 

To be the instrumezrt of Ma peailtion ; 

For we were pa^ at the eosFt of Ser^ 

At the same period; but I waa^^ eesjor. 

BraoffB. ^ 

I have heard so— — ^ 


Gonixm. 

Tis full thirty years since then* 
A youth who scarce had seen his twentieth year 
Was Wallenstein, when he and I were friends : 

Yet even then he hod a daring soul : 

His frame of mind was serious and severe 
Beyond his years : his dreams were of great objects: 
He walk'd amidst us of a silent spirit, 

Communing with Mmself ; yet I We known him 
Transported on a sudden into utterance 
Of strange conceptiqi||; ladling into splendour, 

His soul reveal'd itseB, and be spake so 
That we lotdc^d round perplex’d upon each other, 

Not knowing whether it were cra^ess, 

Or whether it were a god that spoke in him. 


nUTXtEiB. 

But was it where he fell two story high 

From a window-ledge, on whidi he had fallen asleep, 

And rose up free from iiyury? From this day 

(It is repoiW) he betrayed clear marks 

Of a distemper'd &ncy. 


gobpon. 

He became 

Doubtless more self-enwrapt and melancholy; 

He made himself a CathoUc Marvellooslyi 
His marvellous preservation had transform'd him. 
Thenceforth he held hims^ for an exempted 
And privilegeii being, and, as if he were 
Incapable of dbshiess. pr fall, 

* ihirt the ef bit ci»EV«niim beinj^ caaMd'ly rack a 

lUl, and other stories of his juvesHt «hai»cter, are not well wsthestkatsA 



TSm XmATQL OF WiXtJSHfimK; 


He ran along the unsteady r(^ of life* 

But now our destmies us asundar; 

He paced with rapid e^p the way of ^^atneas^ 

Was Count, and Prnice5 Xhdce-regailtr aiiSi ^ictat^. 

And now is all, oil this too little ; 

He stretches forth his Imads for a king’s crows, 

And plunges in un&ihozaahle miiL 

No more, he comes. 

SCSKE III. 

To these enter Wallenstein, in conversation with the BiteuS^o- 
iCASTEB of Egra. 

WAZXENSTEIN. 

You were at one time a free town. I see,, 

Ye bear the half eagle in your city arms. 

Why the half eagle only ? 

BUfiSOMASTEIl. 

We were free, 

But for these last two hundred years has Egra 
Eemain’d in pledge to the Bohemiaif crown; 

Therefore we bear the half ^le, the other half 
Being cancell’d till the empire ransom us, 

If eyer that should be. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

.Ye merit freedom. 

Only be hm and dauntless. Lend your ears 
To no designing whispering ccHirtHaunions- 
What may your imposts be ? 

BUBOOtfASTBB, 

Soheayy that 

We totter under them. The garrison 
Lives ot our costs. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I wiU relieve you Tell me, 

There are some Protestants among you still ? 

\The Buboomasteb hesitates. 
Yes, yes ; I know it Many lie conceal’d 
Within these walls«-^Cbn&ss now — ^you yourself*-^, 

[Finsft hk eye on hm. The 
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Be not derm'd. I hate the Jemiile. 

Could my Tull have determined it, t^ey Imd 
Been long ago expelFd the empire. Trust me^ 
Mass-book or bible, ’tis all one to me. 

Of ^at the world has had saffieient proof. 

1 built a phurch for the Beform*d in Glogau 
At mj own instance. Harkye, Buqp>ina8ter ! 

What is your name? • 

bubgokasAcb. 

* Pacbhalbel, may it please you. 

WALLEKSTBXN. 

Harkye ! 

But let it go no further, what I now 
Disclose to you in confidence. 

{Laying his hand on the BubqomasT£B*s shoulder 
with a certain solemnity. 

The times 

Draw near to their fulfilment. Burgomaster! 

The high will fall, the low will be exalted. 

Haxliye ! But keep it to yourself! The end 
Approaches of the Spanish double monarchy^ 

A new arrangement is at hand. You saw 

The three moons that appear’d at once in the Heaven ? 

BUBOOMASTER. 

With wonder and affright ! 

WALliENSTSlK* 

Whereof did two 

Strangely transform themselves to bloody dozers, 

And only one, the middle moon, remained 
Steady and clear. 

BUBOOHASTEB. 

We applied it to the Turks. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The Turks ! That all ? — I tell you, that two mpires ‘ 

Will set in blood, in the East and in the West, 

And Luth’ranism alone remain. 

iphservmg Gobdon and Butleb. 
1’ fiiith, 

*Twas a smart cannonading that we heard 
' This evening, as we jonmey’d hitherward ; 

*Twas on our left hand. Did you hear it here ?> 
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. jQOBDOK. 

Dktiactlj. 3%e triod broq^ it fieom the Bffidh. 

It seem'd to come from Wdden or from KeimtSi^* 

Tis likely. That's the route the Smdes are takiug. 

How strong is the garrison? 

^finoN. 

Not quite two hundred 
Competent men, the rest are invaUds. 

WAIiLBNSTEIN. 

Good ! And how many in the Tale of Jochim? 

G0BQ017. 

Two hundred arquebusiers hare I sent thither 
To fortify the posts against the Swedes. 

WALLENSrSlN. 

Good ! 1 commend your foresight* At the works too 
You have done somewhat? 

OOBDON. 

Two additional batteries 
I caused to be run up. They were heedless. 

The BhinegraTe presses hard upon us, General ! 

WALLEHBTEIK. 

You have been watchful in your Emperor^ service. 

I am content with you, Lientenant^Colonel. 

[To Butleb. 

Eelease the outputs in the vale of Jochim 
With all the stations in the enemy^s route. 

[To Gobbox. 

OoYemor, in your frdthful hands I leave 
My T^e, my danght^^ Ond my sister. ; I 
Slmll m^e no stay here, and wait but'the arrival 
Of letters to take leave of you, together 
With the regiments. 

Scmm IV. 

To the$e entor Cotmr Terzkt. 

TEBZKX. 

Joy, General; joy ! I bring you welcome tiding. 
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WiOXKlTI^TEXK. 

And what may tliey “be ? 

IIEEZKT* 

There haa been an engagement 
At Neustadt; the Swedes gained the victory. 

WALLEltSttEISr. 

Prom whence did you roceive^the intelBgence? 

TEBzarr 

A countiyman from Tiyschenreut convey’d it* 

Soon after sunrise did the fight b^n ! 

A troop of the Imperialists l^hau 
Had forced their %vay into the Swedish camp ; 

The cannonade continued full two hours ; 

There were left dead upon the held a thonisand 
Imperialists, toge^er with their Colonel ; 

Pu^er than tMs he did not know. 

WAIXBKSTEIN. 

How came 

Imperial troops at Neustadt? Altringer, 

But yesterday, stood sixty miles from there. 

Count Gallas’ force collects at Prauenbeig; 

And have not the full complement Is it possible 
That Suys perchance had ventured so far onward ? 

It cannot be 

TBR3BS'. 

We shcdl soon know the whole. 

For here comes Ilk, full of haste, and joyous. 

SCEUE V, 

To theae enter Izxo. 

ZIXO (to WAnLERSTEIN]^* 

A courier, Duke ! be w^es to speak with thee. 

TEBZKY (eagerly). 

Does he bring confirmation of ihe victory? 

WAixEKSTEiN (ot BEme time)* 

What does he bxSi^? comes he? 

HiLQ. 

From the Bhinegmye 
And what he brings I can announce to you 
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Beforehand. Seven leaEsM ^Sslaat axe the Swedes ; 

At Nenstadt Max. Bloocdoiaiiiar 
Throw himself on wi^ the o«nd^; 

A murderous took pkee! o^eipowerV W 
The Pappenheimers all, with Max. ‘Ajwleai&ry ^ 

[Walles8!EBUK shudders and turns pale 
Were left dead en the held. 

WALIJSKSTEIN {after aMme in a low voice). 

Where is the messe&^r ? uondnct me 

[Walleksteih is 0 oingi^hen LXto liwamam. rushes 
into the room. 8 (me servants follow her and run 
across the stage. 

imjsmom. 

Help! Help! ' 

iLLO and terzet {at the same time). 

What now? 

EEtJEEtJNX. 

The Princess! 
wiixmnBTEXN and xiofimtE. 

Boas die know it? 

KEUSBUKE {at the same time with them). 

She is dying ! 

[Humes o/* the stage, tehen WjinuBEBXEiN and Tnnxm r 
follow her. 


SCEKE VI. 

Butleb and OoBDoy. 

GORDON. 

What’s this? 

She has loafe^tlae man she loved— 
Young Piccdomiiii wbe &U in the ba^e. 


Unfortunate Lady I 

EUTEiBBf 

You have heard what lllo 
Beporteth, that the Swedea axe eonquerors, 

And marching haAhmwmd. 

GOBDON. 

Too 1 heardit : 
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The^ are twelve ref^eata strong, aad. there are , 
Close by us to protect the Dtdte. We have 
Only my single xedment; aad the gSRison 
Is not two handled strong. 

■eOBDOH. 

Tie even so. 

It is not possible lASb. sucb small forcie 
To hold in custody b man like him. 

OOBDOK 


I grant it 


BmxEa. 

Soon the numbers would disarm us. 


And liberate him. 


GOBDON. 

It were to be fear'd. 
.BUTLEE {after a pame). 
Enow, I am wamnty for eyent; 

With my head hare 1 pledged myself for his, 
Must m^e my word good, cost it what it will> 
And if alive we cannot hold ^^;dm prisoner, 
Why*-death makes alb things certain 1 


GOBPONs 

Butler! What? 

Bo I understand you? Oramous Ood 1 You could — 


BUTLEB. 

He must not lire. 

GOBDON. 

And you can do the deed ! 
BtJTIBBs 

Either you or I* This morning was his last. 

GOBDOE. 

You would assassinate him. 

BUTLEB. 

Tis my purpose* 

. GOBDON. 

Who leans with Ms whole confidence uponyon i 
B0TZBS. 

Such is bis evil des^y ! 
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OOBPOH. . 

TooFOonMalt 

The BBored ponxm ol ya^ Oenozall 

S17^CL£B* 

My General he %<» h^en. 

OOHDOK. 

That ^tifi only 

An “ Aa« been'" waabes ou%|iD villany. 

And mthottt judgment paas’d ? 

butlsb. « 

Theesecutaon 

Is here instead of judgment. 

OOBDOIK. 

This were murder, 

Not justice. The most gnilly should he heard. 
Bun^a. 

His guilt is dear, the E^ror has pass d judgment, 
And we but execute his will. 

0O1U>0U. 

We should not 

Hurry to realize a bloody sent^oe. 

A word may be recall’d, a life can never be. 

btoleb. 

Despatch in service pleases sovereigns. 

OOKDOB. 

No honest man’s ambitious to press forward 
To the hangman’s service. 

Burum. 

And no brave man loses 
His colour at a daring enterjuise. 

OOBDON. 

A brave man hazards life, but not bis conscience. 

Wliatthen? Shall he go forth anew to kinold 

The flanie of wax? 

Seize him. and hold him prisoner— do not fan mm i 
Bumxu. 

Had not the Emper<«p’s army b^ defeated, 

I might lutve done 80.*^But ^tis now past by. 

COEnOK^ 

O, wherefore open’d 1 the stron^old to him . 
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JiUSIUEE* 

Bis desiisy aod net 43id place destroys him. 

OOSDOK. 

Utoxi these ramparts, as beseem'd a soldier, 

I had fallen, defending the Empeior's dtadeli 
BrndiK. 

Yes! and a thousand gailboKt men have perish'd! 
aoi|x>osr. 

Doing their duty — that adorns die ansa ! 

But murder's a blach deed^aanl nature curses it. 

3BincLEn {brin^g out a paper). 

Here is the manifesto whi(^ iHxiBnian^ us 
To gain possession of hls person. See^ 

It is addressed to you as well as me. 

Are you content So take die oonsequenees. 

If through our &iilt he escape to &e enemy ? 

ooimox. 

I? — Gradoufl God I 

nurziSB. 

Take it on yourself. 

Gome of it what may, on^n I lay it. 

GoanoN. 

0 God in heaven ! 

BUlXiElt, 

Can you advise aught else 
Wherewith to execute the Enm^or’s puipose f 
Say if you can. For I desire nis “Ml, 

Not his destructiou. 

OOBDOK. 

M'emful heavehl vfhBt mttst bt 

1 see as clear as you. Yet affil the heart 
Within nqr bosom beats with other feelings ! 

BUTIEB. 

Mine is of harder stuff ! Necessity 

In her rough school hath steel'd me. And ffxis lUo, 

And Tezsdiy likewisa, th^ must not aaniva him. 

OOBDON. 

I feel no pang for th^e. Their own bad hearts 
ImpelVd mem, ntit loffuenee of stars. 

Twas they who stSteW'd the g^eds of evil ^sions 
In his calm breasts’ and with officioiLS viil^ 



m. . Tfoi wsmn 410 

Water’d imd juused Mag^Quf . 

. Beceire tbeir eanu*tarjfe(> 

s 3iU3?j> 

And their dealh^ehall ^^Roeede hisi 

We meant to have taken alive this evening 

Amid the meriy-making {tf^a&ast, 

And keep 'them pxisoners in the mtadcd^ 

But this makes shorter vrork. 1 go this instimt 
To give the necessaiy ordem. 

Sgens 

To Uhta^ mOer Illo mi Tsbzev. 

TEKSXZ. 

Our luck is on the turn. To-momw eoBES 

The Swedes — twelve thonsai^d gallant warriors, Biol 

Then straightwise^ Vienna. Cheerily, friend \ 

What ! meet auoihnewB with Sodi a mood^ fitee f 

jHiUO. 

It lies with us at present to ^preacribe 

Laws, and take vengeance on those worthless traitors, 

Those skulking cowards that deserted ns; 

One has already done his hitter penance* 

The Piccolomini ; he his the late 
Of all who wish us evil ! This Jies sure 
To the old man’s heart; he has his whole life kmg 
Fretted and toil’d to raise his ancient house 
From a Count's title to the name of prince; 

And now must seek a grave for his only son. 

BUTXJSB. 

Twas pity, though ! A youth of such heroic 
And gentle tenapeiament I The Duke himself, 

’Twas easily seen, how near it went to his heart. 
inLO. 

Hark ye, old friend ! That is the very point 
That never pleased me in our Oenerid-- 
He ever gave the preference to the Italians. 

Yea, at this very moment, hy my soul I 
He’d gladly see us all dead tm times over. 

Could he thereby recall his Mend to life. > 

Hush, l)iMhl Let the dead reet! This eradng’s fcnanaes. 
Is, trho can iasAj driufc the other .dom^ 
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Ypor lUo f giras i3ia entert^im&etit 

Gbmej we ^?in keep a camTd — 

' The night for once he Aaf^ and 'mid full glassee 
Will we expect the Swec^ a^mnt'garde. 

ILLO. 

Tea, let us be of good cheer for to-daj, 

For there's hot work before us, friends 1 This sword 
Shall have,no«re8t, till it be^bsthed to the hilt 
In Austrian blood. 

, oofinoK. 

ShamOr shame ! what talk is this 
My Lord Field-Marshal ? Wherefore foam you so 
A^inst your Emperor ? 

. sux£ijsa. 

Hope not too much 

From this first victory. Bethmk you, sirs I 
How rapidly the wheel of Fortune turns ; 

The Emperor still is formidably strong. 

1I«L0. 

The Emp^r has soldiers, no commander, 

For this nlng Ferdinand of Hungary 
Is but a lyro. Gallas ? He's no luck. 

And was of old the miner df armies. 

And then this viper, this Octavio, 

Is excellent at stabbing in the hgxk. 

But ne'er meets Friedknd in the open field. 

XERZKT. 

Trust me, my friends, it cannot but succeed ; 

Fortune, we know, can ne’er forsake the Didie! 

And only under Wallenstein can Austria 
Be conqueror. 

zixo. 

The Duke will soon assemble 
A mighfy army ; all comes crowding, streaming 
To b^ers, dedicate by destiny, 

To fame, and prosperous fortune. 1 behold 
Old times come back s^gahil he will become 
Once more the mighty Lord which he has been. 

How will the fools, whoVe now deserted him, 

Look then? I Gain% but laugh to think of them, 

For lands will he present to all his friends, 





4ME DEATa’'’OF ' '401 

And like a^Eing and ]©in|)eiw reward - "v . \ 

True services; but wave ^e nei^st'didtns. 

' - : [To Oo:an<K. 

You will not be forgotten, Governor! 

He'll take you from this nhsf, and bid you shine 
In higher station : your fidelity 
Well merits it 

GosnoK. 

I am content already, ♦ 

And wish to climb no higher; where great height is, « 
The fall must needs be great ** Great height, great d^th.’* 

ILLO. 

Here you have no more business, for to-morrow' 

The Swedes will take possession of the citadel. 

Come, Terzky, it is supper-time. What think you? 

Nay, shall we have fhe town illuminated 
In honour of the Swede? And who refuses 
To do it is a Spaniard and a traitor. « 

TEStZKY. 

Nay ! nay ! not that, it will not please the Duke-- 

11X0. 

What ! we are masters here ; no soul shall dare 
Avow himself Imperial where weVe the rule. 

Gordon ! good night, and i6r the last time, take 
A fair leave of the place. Send out patroles 
To make secure, the watch-word may be alter'd 
At the stroke of ten ; deliver in the keys 
To the Duke himself, and then youVe quit for ever 
Your wardship ef the gates, for on to-morrow 
The Swedes will take po^ession of the cttad<^. 

TEBZKT {as he is gomg, to butleb). 

You come, though, to the castle? 

BUTLEB. 

At the right thne. 

[Essemt Txwsj and Zxxh. 

ScE^ VIII. , , 

Gobbob €md Butleb. 

OOBDOK {looking ajter them). 

Unhappy tnen! How free &om all forebodiigi : ; . 

They rush into the oute{Hread net of murder^ 


j> n 
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In tihe blind drunkemms^of tkt(n7 ; 

1 have no pity for their &te. This Illo, 

This overflowing and foolhardy villaiit, 

That would fain bathe himsebr in hie £mperor*s blood«**«* 
, BOTLEn. 

Do as he order’d you. Send round patroles. 

Take measures for the citadel*s security ; 

When they are within 1 close me castfe-gate 
That nothing may trahspire. 

oonnoir imth earnest anmety). 

Oh ! haste not so ! 

Nay, stop ; first tefl me— ' 

BUTtEB. 

iTou have heard already^ 
To-morrow to the Swedes belongs* This night 
Alone is ours. They make good escpedition. 

But we will make still greater* Fare you well. 

OOBDOll* 

Ah ! your looks tell me nothing good*. Nay, Butler, 

I pray you, promise me I 

BUTLER. 

The^sun has set; 

A fateful evening doth descend u|ien us. 

And brings on their long nightl Their evil stars 
Deliver them unarm’d into our hands, 

And from their drunken dream of golden fbrtones 
The dagger at their heart shall rouse 
The D&e was ever a great oidculatar; 

His fellow^men were figures on hk diees-boasd. 

To move and station, as his game require 
Other men's honour, dignity, good name, 

Did he ikift ffiee paWnS, and made no conscience of 

Still QBienbtmg, eaknlating still ; 

And yet at last his calculate proves 
Eirtmeous; the whole game is Ic^t ; and lo I 
His own life will be ibmid amox:^ the forfeits. 

eemxm. 

O think not cf Iris emom newt remember 
Bkgreamess^hismmufiioence; think on aH 
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The lorel j features of his ckaraeter,^ 

On aH the noble exploits of hb M£bv 
A nd let them, like an angers arm* xmeoen. 

Arrest the lifted sword: 

BUrLEIL 
It is too late« 

I suffer not mjelf to feel compassion. 

Dark thoughts and bloody ate my duiy now; 

[Gra^pmp Gk>BP0Nh hand- 
Gordon ! 'tis not my hatred, (I pretend not 
To love the Di^t and haye no cause to love him,) 

Tct ’tis not now my hatred that impels me 
To be his murderer. *Tis his evil &te. 

Hostile concurrenees of man^ events 
Control and sulgugate me to the office. 

In vain the human being meditates 
Free action. He is but ^ wixe-work*d e 
Of ihe blind Power, which out of its o^n diunce 
Creates fear him a di'ead necessity. 

What too would it avail hhn, if mere were 
A something pleading &r him in mj hearts- 
Still I must 1^ him. 

eOBDON. 

If your heart i^ak to you. 
Follow its impulse. Tis the voice of God. 

Think you your fortunes will grow prosperous 
Bedew'd with blood — ^his blood ? Believe it not ! 

BT7TLER. 

You know not.. Ask not ! Wherefore should it happen, 
That the Swedes gain'd the victmy, and hasten 
With such ffirced marohee hitherwards ? Fain would I 
Have given him to the Emperor’s mengr. Gordon I 
I do not wish his blood — ^But I must ransom 
The honour of my word,-^t lies in j^edge— 

And he must die, or— 

IPfwionMely gnuping Gordon’s 
Listen then, and know, 

' I am dithotiourd if the Duke escape us. 


^ We doubt the |tio|»taWof yattoig lo bboipbeiQQma ststesnn^ la lb 
mostbofanycbiinicte-^T. ^ , 

n n ft 
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GOBDOI7. 

O! to save such a inaa~— 

BUTUEB. 

What I 

OOBDOB. 

It is v^orth 

A sacrifice. Come, fnend ! Be noble-mindedl 
Our own heart, and not othel: ^en's opinions, 

Forms our true honour. 

BUTLEB {ydik a cold and haitghty air). 

He is a great Lord, 

This Duke — and I am but of mean importance. 

This is what you would say ! Wherein concerns it 
The world at large, you mean to hint to me, 

Whether the man of low extraction keeps 
Or blemishes his honour — 

So that the man of princely rank ^ saved ? 

We all do stamp our value ^on ourselves : 

The price we clmilenge for ourselves is ^ven us. 

There does not live on earth the man so station'd. 

That I despise myself compared with him, 

Man is made great or little by his own will ; 

Because 1 am true to mine, ^erefore he dies, 

GOBDCm. ^ 

I am endeavouring to move a rock. 

Thou hodst a mother, yet no human feelings. 

I cannot hinder you, but may some God 

Kescue him from you ! . [Eicit Oobdok. 

BUTLEB (alone). 

I treasured my good name all my life long ; 

The Duke has elated me of life's best jewek 
So that I blush before this poor weak Gordon ! 

He prizes above all his fealty ; 

His conscious soul accuses him of nothing ; 

In opposition to his own soft heart ; 

He subjugates hunself to an iron duly. 

* nrhig loliloquy, wkidi, aocordiog to the £»fmer ammgemenli, madtuted 
the wbolo of Scene IX., and eonduded the Foortii Act, i» omitted in aQ the 
pdhted GernsMi editiel^ It tbma prohohle that it exieted in the odgitisl 
naiuiscript !h>m which Xr. Coleridge 



Ti^ DEATH OF WALtJlESTEXK. 


80 , 


405 


Me in a Vreaker xaoment passitm ; ’ 

1 stand l>eside him, and most feel xn3^]| 

The worse man of the two. What, though the world 

Is ignorant of my purposed treason, yet 

One man does know it, and con prove it too — 

High-minded Piccdomfni ! 

There lives the man who can dishonour me 1 
This ignominy blood alone can cleanse] 

Duke Friedland, thou orT — Into my own hands 
Fortune delivexs me — ^The dearest thing a man has is him- 
self. 


Scene IX. 


Gothic and gloomy Apartment at the Duchess Fbiedland's. 
Theela on a seatt pale, her eyes closed. The Duchess and 
Ladt Neubrunn Imsicd about her. Wallenstein and the 
Countess in conversation. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

How knew she it so soon ? 


COUNTESS. 

She seems to have 

Foreboded some misfortune. The report 
Of an engagement, in the which had fallen 
A colonel of the Imperial army, frighten'd her. 

1 saw it instantly. She flew to meet 

The Swedish courier, and with sudden questioning, 

Soon wrested from him the disastrous secret. 

Too late we missed her, hasten'd after her, 

We found her lying in his arms, all pale 
And in a swoon. < 

WALLENSTEIN. 

A heavy, heavy blow ! 

And she so cmprepared ! Poor child t how is it ? 

[Turning to the Duchess 

Is she coming to herself? 


DUCHESS. 

Her eyes are opening. 
COUNTESS. 

lives ! 

THEKLA (laoMng around her). 

Whore am I ? 
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WALLENSTBiB to her, rm$^ her vfihkiB utm)* 

Come, cheerly, Xiii^lda ! be my own brave ^ 1 
Se^ there's Uiy loving mother. 1!hoa «rtm 
Thy lather's arms. 

TBfBEiA {etwndfyi^ up). 

Where is he ? Is he gone ? 

DOC£^SS. 

Who gone* my daughter? » 

- * MttBKUL 

He — ^the man who utter'd 

That word of misery. 

DUCHESS. 

0 1 think not at it, 

MyTnekh! 

WADLENSTEIN* 

Give her sorrow leave to talk ! 

Let her complain — mingle your tears with hers* 

For she hath suffer'd a deep anguish ; but 
Shell rise superior to it, for my Tbekla 
Hath all her father's unsubdued heart. 

1 am not ill. See, 1 have power to stand* 

Why does my mother weep ? Have I alarm'd her ? 

It is gone by — I recollect myself— 

[She casts her eyes round the room, as seeking some one 
Where is he ? Please you, do not hide him from me. 

You see 1 have strength enough: now 1 will hear hhn, 

DUCHESS. 

No ; never shall this mess^tger of evil 
Enter again mto thy presence, Hiekla ! 

THEKtA. 

My father— 

WAIXENSTEXE. 

Dearest dau^ter ! 

TOIfigT.A. 

I'm not welds— 

Shortly I shall be fuite myself ngaim 
Youll grant me one request? 
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Hmut it, ai j- 

Permit the stranger to be cftlied to m% 

me leay^ that by mywlf I nii^ 

Hear his tefgoit ana qnestaon him. 

DUO^S^. 

• No, nerer! 

oorrKTEse. 

’Tis not advisabl6«*as8eiit not to it 
WAXJUe^BTEXN 

Hush! Wherefiore woaldst thou apeak iritb hnaSt tnj 
daughter ? 

mfista. 

Eho^mg the whole, I shall be more collected ; 

1 will not be deceiyed. Mj mother wishes 
Only to spare me. I will not be spared^ 

The worst is said already : I can hear' 

Nothing of deeper anguish ! 

couKXESs and puchess. 

Bo it not» 

THZXUL. 

The horror oTOrpowcr’d me by smprise. 

My heart betray’d me in the stranger’s presence ; 

He was a witness of my weakness, yea, 

1 sank into his arms ; and that has shamed me. 

I must repl&ce myself in his esteem, 

And I must speak with him, perforce, that he, 

The stanger, .may not tiunk uug^tly of me. 

WALLBNSTEIK. 

I see she is in the right, and am mdined 
To grant her this request of hem. Oo, cUll him. 

{Linr Nbubbunk ^aea to call him, 
ntJOHESS. 

But I, thy mother, will be present— 

TBESLA. 

Twere 

More pleasing to me, if alone I saw Mm ; 

Trust me, I shall betovo myself the more 
GoUeotedly. 
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WALLENSTEIN, 

Permit lier her own will. 

Z^eave her alone with him : for there are sorrows, 

Where of necessity the soul must be 

Its own support. A strong heart will rely 

On its own strength alone. In her bm bosom, 

Not' in her mother's arms, must she collect 
The strength to rise superionto this blow. 

It is mine own brave girl. IlThave her treated 

Not as the woman, but the heroine. [Ooing. 

COUNTESS {detaining him). 

Where art thou going ? I heard Terzky say 
That ’tis iky purpose to depart fh>m hence 
To-morrow early, but to leave us here. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Yes, ye stay here, placed under the protection 
Of gallant men. 

COUNTESS. 

0 take us with you, brother ! 

Leave us not in this gloomy solitude 

To brood o'er anxious thoughts. The mists of doubt 

Magnify evils to a shape of horror. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Who speaks of evil ? I entreat you, sister, 

Use words of better omen. 

COUNTESS. 

Ihen take us with you. 

0 leave us not behind you in a place 
That &MC68 us to such sad omens. Heavy 
And sick withih me is my heart— 

These walls breathe on me, like a church-yard vault 

1 cannot tell you, brother, how this place 
Doth go against my nature. Take us with you. 

Come, sister, jom you your entreaty ! Niece, 

Yours too. We aU entreat you, take us with you ! 

WALLENSIEIN. 

The place 8 evil omens will I diange. 

Making it that wbkh dbields and shelters for me 
My be^ beloved. 



TOE OF 'iWI 

LADY NEUBDUKN { timing ). 

Tho Si?7edish offito. 
walleksteik. 

Leave her alone mill me. 

, DUCHESS {to THEKLA, who BtOT^ 4ind 
There — ^pale as death I Chilli, ’tie imjwaiUe 
That thou shouldst sp^ ipth him. Follow, thy mother. 

tHSELA. 

The Lady Neuhrunn then may stay with me. 

lEweunt Duchess and Countess 

Scene X. 

Thesla, the Swedish Captain, Lady Neubrunn. 
captain [respectfully approaching her). 

Princess— I must entreat your gentle pardon— 

My inconsiderate rash speedi. How, could I— 

THEKLA {voith dignity). 

You have beheld me in my agony. 

A most distressful accident occasion'd 
You from a stranger to become at once 
My confidant. 

captain. 

I fear you hate my presmice, 

For my tongue spake a melancholy word. 

THEKLA. 

The fault is mine. Myself did wrest it from you. 

The horror which came o'er me interrupted 
Your tale at its commencement. May it please you, 
Continue it to the end. 

CAPTAIN. 

Princess, 'twill 

Henew your anguish. 

THEKLA. 

I am firm,— — 

1 udU he firm. Well — ^how began the engagement? 

CAPTAIN. 

We lay, expectmg no attadi, at Neustadt, ^ 

Entrendi'a but insecurely in our camp, 
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When toMrds eyening rosa ft eload of dust 
From the wood thi^rward ; our yanguard fled 
Into the camp, and sounded ihe aiatm. 

Scarce had we mounted, ere the Faj^mheimets, 

Their horses at full speed, broke throng &e lines, 

And leapt the trenches ; hut their hee&ess cmixiige 
Had borne them miwi &r before the ethers — 

Ihe mfcmtiy were still at ihstanee, onlj 
The Pappenheimers follow'd dafingl j 
Their damg kader^--^ 

\Tbxexa hetrayi ag^aUm in her ffumrss. The officer 
pauses tin makes a sign to him to proceed. 

^APTAIK. 

Both in ran ftnd flanks 

With our whole cayehy we now received them; 

Back to the trenches drove them, where the foot 
Stretch'd out a solid ridge of pikes to meet them. . 

They neither could advance, nor yet retreat ; 

And as they stood on every side wed^d in, 

The Ehinegrave to their leader caU'd aloud. 

Inviting a surrender; but their leadmr, 

Young Piccolomini— 

[Theeia, as giddy ^ graeps a chair. 
Known by his plume, 

And his long hair, gave signal for the trenches ; 

Himself leapt flr^ : the regiment all plunged after. 

His charger, by a halbert ^ed, rear'd up, 

Flung hm with violence on, and over him 
The horses, now no Icmger to be curbed, — ~ 

[Thbeja, niko hm accompanied the hat speech udth all 
ike maiks of inereoeing agony , treeMss through her 
whole frame, and is falling. The Iabt Keubbueh 
runs to her, and receives her in her arms. 

NEUBEUKN. 

My dearest lady— 


’Tisovest 

Proceed to ihe 
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Wild deq^. ' 

Inspired the trodps wii^ iSreaiy when they saw 
Their leader pexiA; e?ery thoQ|^t of rescne 
Was spom^; ibughS; 1^ woonded ^jgeis; their 
Frantic resistance roused our soldiexy ; 

A murderous %ht took jAaCe» nor was the contest 
Finished before their last iQaa fell. 

THEKi^lA. {faUerinff). 

And whe ro 

Where is — ^You hove not tdd me all. 

CAPTAIN (o/ter a 

This morning 

We buried him. Twelve youths of noblest birth 
Did bear him to interment ; the whole army 
Follow'd the Uer. A laurel decked his coffin ; 

The sword of ^ deceased was ]^aced upon it, 

In mark of honour, by the Bhinegravb's self. 

Kor tears were wanting ; i&r there are among us 

Many, who had themsmves experienced 

The greatness of his mind, andjmstle nuumm; 

All ware affected at his &!te. Ihe BSunegnwe 
Would e^ibi^y have saved him ; but himself 
Made vain the attempt — tis said he wish'd to die. 

NEUBBUNN {to THEELA, who hizs hidden her countenance). 
Look up, my dearest Iddy— ~- 

WfligT.A^ 

Where is his grave ? 

CAPTAIN. 

At Neustadt, ^y ; in a cloister church 
Are his remainis deposited, until 
We can receive directions from his Itiher. 

THEELA. 

What is the cloister's name? 

CAPTAIN. 

^aint Catherine's. 

TSESLA. 

And how &r is it thither? 

jGAPTATK. 

Near twelve Uagsei. 
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THEELA. 

And which the way ? 

CAPTAIN, 

Yoa go by Tirsdienreut 
And Falkenberg, through our advanced posts. 

IHEELA. 

Who 

Is their commander? * 

CAPTAIN. 

Colonel Seckendotf. 

[Theela steps to the table, and takes a ring from a 
casket 

THEELA. 

You have beheld me in my agony, 

And shown a feeling heart. Please you, accept 

living him the ring, 

A small memorial of this hour. Now go ! 

CAPTAIN {confusedly). 

Princess— 

[Theela sUendy makes signs to him to go, and twms 
from him. The Captain lingers, and is about to 
speak, Ladz Neubbunn repeats the signal, and he 
retires. 


Scene 

Theela, Ladt Necbbunn. 

THEELA (falls on LADT neubbunn’s neck). 
Now, gentle Neubrunn, show me the affection 
Which thou hast ever promised — ^prove thyself 
My own true friend and faithful fellow^pilgrim. 
This ni^t we must away ! 

NEUBBUNN. 

Away I and whither? 

THEELA. 

Whither ! There is but one place in the world. 
Thither, where he lies buried! To lis coffin 1 

NEUBBUNN. 

What would you do thw ? 
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TQEKIA.. 

What do there ? 

That woulddt thou not haTe ask'd, hadst thou e*er loved. 
There, there is all that' still remains of him I 
That single spot is the whole earth to me. 

NEOBEUNK. 

That place of death 

TH^ELA. 

Is now the only place 
Where life yet dwells for me : detain me not ! 

Come and make preparations ; let us think 
Of means to fly from hence. 

NEUBBUNN. 

• Your father’s rage— • 

THEELA. 

That time is past 

And now I feai* no human being’s rage. 

NEtTBKUNN. 

The sentence of the world ! The tongue of calumny I 

THEELA. 

Whom am I seeking? Him who is no more. 

Am I then hastening to the arms 0 God ! 

1 haste but to the grave of the beloved. 

neubkhnn. 

And we alone, two helpless feeble women ? 

THEELA. 

We will take weapons : my arm shall protect thee. 
NEUBEIINN. 

In the dark night-time? 

THEELA. 

Darkness will conceal us. 

NEUBRUNN. 

This rough tempestuous night— 

THEELA. 

Had he a soft bed 

Under the hoofr of his war-horses? 

KEUBRUBK. 

Heaven I 

And then the many posts of the enemy I 
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THESXJL 

They are huiBan beings. Miseiy travels free 
Thiwgh the vrhole 

KfitTBEUKV. 

The Journey’s weary lengtih— • 


The pilgrim, travelling to a distant shrine 
Of hope and healing, doth mot count the leagues. 

SEUBSUNX. 

How can we pass the gates ? 


Go, do but go. 


T.WRTrTJl. 

Gold opens them. 


NEUBEUNN. 

Should we be recognised— 


THEELA. 

In a despairing woman, a poor fugitive, 

Will no one seek the dau^ter of Duke Friedland. 


NEUBBUNN. 

And where proctu'e we horses for our flight ? 

TBEKLA. 

My equerry procures them. Go and fetch him. 

NEDBBUNN. 

Dares he, without the knowledge of Ids lord ? 

TBEEXA. 

He will. Go, only go. Delay no longer. 

KEUBBUKN. 

Dear lady ! and your mother ? 

THEELA. 

Oh ! my mother! 
NEUBBTJNN. 

So much as she has suffer’d too already; 

Your tender mother — ^Ah! how ill prepared 
For this last anguish ! 

THEELA. 

Woe is me ! my mother! 


Go instantly* 
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Bot iMek ^hat jroii are cbingl 
mosxiJu 

Wbat can be thought, aJlreftc^ has be^ thought. 

. KFtteBUKK. 

And being there, Trhat|)arpoBe you to do ? 

thekla. * 

There a Divinity $ioni^ my soul. 

N£UBnirN3k. 

Your heart, dear lady,. is disquieted! 

And this is not the my that leads to quiet, 

THEEIiA. 

To a deep quiet, such as he has found. 

It draws me on, I know not What to name it, 

Besistless does it draw me to his grave. 

There wUl my heart be eased, my tears will flow. 

0 hasten, make no further questioning ! 

There is no rest for me till 1 have left' 

These walls — they fall in on me — ^a dim power 
Drives me from hence — Oh mercy ! What a feeling ! 
What pale and hoUow forms are tboee 1 They fill, 

They crowd the place I I have no longer room here ! 
Mercy i Still more 1 More still ! The hideous swarm ! 
They press on me ; they chase me from these >valls — * 
Those hollow^ bodiless forms of living men ! 

' EBUBBT7NK. 

You frighten me so, lady, that no longer 

1 dare stay here myself. 1 go and cm 

Bosenberg instantly. [Exit Lady Neubbuee.. 

Scene XIL 

TBESXA. 

His ^irit 'tis that calls me : "tis the troop 

Of his true followers, who offer'd up 

Themselves to avenge his dee^ ; and they accuse me 

Of an ignoble loitming— would not 

Forsake their leader even in his death— died for him I 

And dudl I Ike ?— 

For nm too was that kurel^garland twined 
That docks his bier. lale is an empty casket : 
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I throw it from me. O ! my only liope ; — 

To die beneath the hoofs of trampling steeds— 

That is the lot of heroes upoti ei^ ! 

Thbsxa^’ 

(!Z%s Cuftdtp drops) 

Thekijl, Lady NaimmTNN, and BosBNBSBa. 
([nedbbukn- 

He is here lady, and he wiU proccure them. 

THEELA. 

Wilt thou provide us horses, Rosenberg? 

BOSENBEEU. 

I will, my lady. 

THEKLA. 

And go with us as well ? 

BOSENBERG. 

To the world’s end, my lady. 

THBKLA. 

But consider» 

Thou never canst return unto the Duke. 

BOSENBERG. 

1 will remain with thee. 

THESLA. 

I win reward thee, 

And will commend thee to another master, 

Canst thou unseen conduct ns from the castle ? 

BOSENBERG. 

I can. 

THEKLA. 

When can I go ? 

BOSENBERG. 

This very hour. 

But whither would you, Lady? 

THSXLA. 

To" Tell him, Neubnmn. 

* !nie Bobloquy of Thekla eosiistt in the original of 8iz-a&d4wc9iiy linet, 
twenty of which are in rhymes of Irr^lar recuirence. 1 thought it {irttdent 
to abridge it. Indeed the whedo scene betw^een IThekla and Lady Ndafanom 
perhaps, hare been omiUed without injuiy to the play.«<-Cl, . 
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To Neustadi 

1^6 ycni to get ready. [J&rit. 

KBUBBUKK. 

0 see, your mollier doom* 

THEKLA. 

• Indeed! OHeay!ii! 

SctisE XIV. 

Thekla, Laot Nbtjbrtjnn, the Dbchebs. 

DUCHESS. 

He's gone ! I find tliee more composed, my child. 

THEKLA. 

1 am so, mother ; let me only now 

Retire to rest, and Neuhrann here he with me. 

I want repose. 

DUCHESS. 

My Thekla, thou sholt have it 
I leave thee now ^consoled, since I can calm ^ 

Thy father's hearts 

THEKLA. 

Good night, beloved mother I 

(FaUing on her neck and embracing her with deep emotion!) 

DUCHESS. • 

Thou scarcely art composed e'en now, my daughter. 

Thou tremblest strongly, and 1 feel thy neart 
Beat audibly on mine. 

THEKLA. 

Sleep will appease 

Its beating : now good night, good night, dear mother.]] 
ids she withdraws from her fnother*s arms the curtain falls!) 

ACT V. 

Scene L 
Bialer*s Chamber. 

Butleb, and Major Gebaldin. 

BUTLEB. 

i^id me twelve strong dragoons, arm them with pikes, 

For there must be no firing—-* 


B a 
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Conceal tbem somewhere near the banquet-room, 

And soon as the dessert is served up, rush al{ m 
And cry — “ Who is loyid to tbe Emperor 3 
I will overturn the table— whS^ you attack 
Illo and Terzkj, and despatdi wm both. 

The castle-palace is well hair'd and ^paided, 

That no intelligence of this proceeding 
Haj make its way to the Duke. Oo instantly ; 

Have you yet sent for Captain Devereux 

And the Macdonald? 

GERAiniN. 

Theyll be here anon. 

[Emt GE&iunn. 

BUTLEB. 

Here’s no room for delay. The citizens 
Declare for him, a dizzy drunken spirit 
Possesses the whole town. They see in the Duke 
A Prince of peace, a founder of new ages 
And golden times. Arms too have been given out 
By^the town-council, and a hundred citizens 
Have volunteered themselves to stand on guard. 

Despatch! then, be the word; for enemies 
Threaten us from without and from within. 

Scene II. 

Butleb, Captain DEVEBEtix, and Macdonald. 

UACDONAXiD. 

Here we are. General. 

DEVEBEDX. 

What’s to be the watchword? 

BDTLEB. 

Long live the Emperor ! 

Boa’H (recoiling). 

How? 

BUTLEB. 

Live the House of Austria ! 

DEVEREUX. 

Have we not sworn fidelity to Friedland? 

HIACDONAU). 

Have we not march’d to this place to protect him ? 
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stnxtx. 

Protect a traitor> and Ms coontiy’a enemy t 

' DJETSlBEtJX. 

Why, yes! in his name you a^lminister'd 
Our oath. 

ICJlODOBALD*' 

And follow’d him yourself to Egra. 
BtlTLEn 

1 did it the more surely to destroy him. 


So then ! 


DEVEREUX. 


MACBONAED. 

An alter’d case ! ^ 

BUTLEB (to BEVEREUX). 

Thou wretched man 

So easily leavest thou thy oath and colours? 

BEVEBEBX. 

The devil ! — I but follow’d your example. 

If you could prove a villain, why not we? 

MACBOKALD. 

We’ve nought to do with that s your husiixeas. 

You are our General, and give out the orders ; 

We follow you, though the track lead to helL 
BUTLER (ajppeaaed) 

Good then ! we know each o^er. 


AIACBORALB. 

1 should hope BO. 

DEVEREUX. 

Soldiers of fortune are we — who bids most, 

He has us. 


KAODOKALD. 

’Tis e’en so ! 

BUTLER. 

Well, for the present 

Ye must remain honest and faitliful soldiers. 


DEVEREUX. 

We wish no other. 

BUTLER 

Ay, and make your fortunes. 

E E ^ 
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llAODOKAXJ). 

That is still bettor* ^ 

Listen ! 

BOTH. 

Wa attend. 

BXJTLEB. 

It is tlie Emperor’s will and ordinance 

To seize the person of the Prince-Duke Friedland, 

Alive or dead. 


DEVEBEUX. 

It runs so in the letter. 

KAODOKALB. 

Alive or dead — ^these were the very words. 

BI7TBEE. 

And he shall be rewarded from the State 
In land and gold, who proffers aid thereto. 


DEVEEEUX. 

Ay 1 that sounds well. The word^ sound always >vell 
That travel hither from the Court. Yes ! yes I 
We know already what Court-words import. 

A golden chain perhaps in sign of favour, 

Or an old charger, or a parchment patent. 

And such like. — The Prince-Duke pays better. 


MACDONALD. 

The Duke's a splendid paymaster. 

• BUTLER. 

All over 

With that, my friends ! His lucky stars are set. 

liACDONALD. 

And is that certain ! 


Yes, 


BUTLER. 

You have my word for it 


D£yEB2i:DX. 

His lucky fortunes all past by? 


He is as poor as we. 


BUTLER. 

For ever • 

MACDONALD. 

As poor as wa ? 
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DEVERETJlt 

Macdonald, well desert him. 

* ' DUTI^B. 

Well desert him? 

Foil twenty thousand hare done that already; 

We must do more, my countrymen ! In shottr— 

IVe — ^we must kill him. 

BOTH {staining hack), 

KUlhim! 

BOTLEK. 

Tes» must kill him^ 

And for that purpose have 1 chosen you. 

BOTH. 

Us! 

BUTLEB. 

You, Captain Devereux, and thee, Macdonald. 

DEVEBEUx {after a pauee). 

Choose you some other. 

BUTLER. 

What! art dastardly? 

Thou, with full thirty lives to answer for— 

Thou conscientious of a sudden? 


DEVEREUX. 

Nay . 

To assassinate our Lord and General 


HACDOKALD. 

To whom we Ve sworn a soldier’s oath ■ ■> > 


BUTLER. 


Is null, for Friedland is a traitor. 

DEVEREUX. 

No, no 1 it is too had ! 


The oath 


HAUDONALD. 

Yes, by my soul ! 
It is too bad. One has a conscience too — 


DEVEREUX. 

If it were not our Ohieftmn, who so long 

Has issued the commands, and claim'd our di:fy-^ 

BUTLER. 


Is that the Direction? 
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DEVBKSXrX* 

Were it my om &dier» 

And the Emperor's service should demand it of me. 
It might be done perhaps— But we are soldiers, 
And to assassinate our Chi^ Comma n d er , 

That is a sin, a fi)ul abominatum, 

From which no monk or confessor absolves us. 

I am your Pope, and give you absolution. 

Determine quickly! 

DEVEREUX. 

'Twill not do. 

HACDOKALD. 

'Twon’t do ! 

BTJTLKB. 

Well, off then ! and — send Pestalutz to me. 

DEVERECX {hesitatea). 

The Pestalutz 

MACDONALD. 

What may you want with him? 

BUTLER. 

If you reject it, we can find enough— 
deverEux. 

Nay, if he must fall, we may earn the bounty 
As well as any other. What think you, 

Brother Macdonald? 

MACDONALD. 

Why, if he must fall, 

And will fall, and it can’t otherwise. 

One would not give place to this Pestalutz. 

DEVEREUX (after some reflection). 

When do you puipose he should fall? 

SOTLEB« 

This nighi 

To-morrow will the Swedes be at our gates. 

DEVEREUX. 

Tou take up(m you all the consequences? 

BUTLER. 

1 take the whole upon me. 
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BSTEBSrtJX. 

And it is 

The Emperors unll^ Im express ahsohile wiU? 

For Vfe &ya instances, that folks Uko 
The murder, and yet hang the murderer. 

BITTLER. 

The manifesto says^‘* aHTe or dead.” 

Alive — 'tis not possihle — ^you see it is not. 

DBYEBBUX. 

Well, dead then ! dead ! But how can we come at him? « 
The town is filled with Tcrzky’s soldieiy. 

KSCnONALt). 

Ay! and then Teraky stOl remains, and Illo 

BUTLEB. 

With these you shall begin — ^you understand me ? 

DEVEBEOX. 

How ! And must they too perish ? . 

BUTLEB. 

They the first 

HACnONALD. 

Hear, Devereux ! A bloody evening this. 

DEVEBEUX. 

Have you a man for that? Commission me-^ 

BUTLEB. 

’Tis given in trust to Hi^or Geraldin ; 

This is a carnival night, and there’s a feast 
Given at the castle — there we shall surprise them, 

And hew them down. The Festalutz and Lesley 
Have that commission. Soon as that is finish'd*-^ 
DEVEREUX. 

Hear, General ! It will be all one to you-* 

Hark ye, let me exchange with Geral^n. 

butxeb* 

’Twill be the lesser danger with the Duke. 

DEVEBEUX, 

Danger ! The devil ! What do you think me, General ? 
Tis the Duke's eye, and not his sword, I fear. 

BUTLEB. 

YHiat can his eje do to thee ? 
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Dsnrs^xjx. 

Death aii^d belli 

Thou know’st that I’m no zaHkeop* Oeneral ! 

3ut 'tis not ei^ht days since the Duke did send mo 
Twenty gold pieces for this good warm coat 
'V^ch I have on ! and then for him to see me 
Standing before him with the piket his murderer, 

That eye of his looking npoxi^tma coat~ 

Why— why — ^the devil fetch me ! I’m no milksop ! 

BUTIiEB. 

The Duke presented thee this^ood warm coat, 

And thou, a needy wight, hast pangs of conscience 
To run him through the body in return. 

A coat ^at is far better and far warmer 

Did the Emperor give to him, the Prince’s mantle. 

How doth he thank the Emperor? With revolt. 

And treason, 

DEVEBEUX. 

That IS true. The devil talce 
Such thankers! Ill despatch him. 

BUTI^ER. 

And would’st quiet 

Thy conscience, thou hast nought to do but simply 
Pull off the coat ; so const thou do the deed 
With light heart and good spirits. 

BEVEKEUX. 

You are right 

That did not strike me. Ill pull off the coat— 

So there’s an end of it 

MACDONALD. 

Yes, but there’s another 

Point to be thought of. 

BUTIEB. 

And what’s that Macdonald? 

^ l^CDONALD. 

What avails sword or dagger against him t 
He is not to be wounded — ^he is — 

BDTLEB htarUn^ vp), 

mat? 

MAODOKALD. 

Safe against shot, and stab, and flash I Hard ffozcn, 
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Secured and mrronted by tbe black art 1- 
Hia body is impenetrable* 1 tell you* 

DEVEBEUX.^ 

In Ingolstadt there was just such another ; 

His whole skin was the same as steel t at last 
We were obliged to him down with gunstocks. 
jucnoNAin. 

Hear what 111 do. 

DETEBEUX. 

Weli 

HACnOEALD. 

In the cloister here 
There’s a Dominican, my countryman. 

Ill make him dip my sword and pike for me 
In holy water, and say o^er them 
One of his strongest blessings. That’s probatum I 
Nothing can stand ’gainst that 

BUTIEB 

So do, Macdonald ! 

But now go and select from out the regiment 
Twenty or thirty able-bodied fellows, 

And let them t^e the oaths to the En^ror. 

Then when it strikes eleven, when the mrst rounds 
Are pass’d, conduct them silently as may be 
To the house — I will myself be not f)EUf off. 

DEVEBEUX. 

But how do we get through Hartschier and Gordon, 
That stand on guard there in the inner chamber ? 

BUTLER. 

I have made myself acquainted with the place, 

I lead you through a back door that’s defended 
By one man only. Me my rank and office 
Give access to the Duke at every hour. 

Ill TO before you — ^with one poinlrd-slroke 
Cut Hartschier’s windpipe, and make way for you, 

DEVEHEUX. 

And when we are there, by what means shall we gain 
The Duke’s bed-chamber, without hia alarming 
The servants of the Court : hr he has here 
A numerous company of followers? 
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BUTTLER. 

The attendants fill the right tnng : he hates husde^ 

And lodges in the left srmg ^te alone. 

BBvsnnnx. 

Were it well over— hey, Macdonald? I 
Feel queerly on the occasion, devil hnows T 
ICAOnOKALD. 

And 1 too. Tis too great a personage. 

People will hold us for a brace of villains. 

BUTUSn. 

In plenty, honour, splendour— yon may safely 
Laugh at the people’s babble. 

nSVEBEUX. 

If the1>nsiness 

Squares with one’s honour — ^if that be quite certain — 
BtJTLEa. 

Set your hearts quite at ease, ye save for Fexdinand 
His crown and empire. The reward can be 
No small one. 

DEVEBEUX. 

And ’tis his purpose to dethrone the Emperor? ^ 

BUTLEB. * 

Yes ! — ^Yes ! — to rob him of his croun and life. 

DEVEBEUX. 

And he must fall by the ex^utioner’s hands, 

Should we deliver him up to the Emperor 
Alive ? ■ 

BUTLEB. 

It were his certain destiny. 

DEVEREUX. 

Well \ Well ! Come then, Macdonald, he shall not 
Lie long in pain. 

[Exetmt Butleb through one door, Macuonau) and 
Devebeox through the other* 

IBcene III. 

A Saloon, termimuted hg a GaUerg tehich extendi far bdo the 
background. 

WjojSMxamx rktbng at a tahle. The Sw ep tsh dAFxaxK 
iiandin^ before him. 

WALXiSKSTSm 

Commend me to your lord. 1 sympathise 
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In his good fitziuno; «nd if jm. httvo aeon l&o 
Deficit in the exipmatons of tiinl jof. 

Which such n viclOiy Jtn^t mU desmud^ 

Attribute it to no lack ofgood wMl, 

For henceforth are our fbrtnaea cm* Farevid]., 

And for your trouble take mj thanks* TiHmvTcm 
The cita^l shall be ffinrend^’d to you 
On your arrival. , 

[The Swedish CAPTAnf reiwm. WALLKMffiraiw »its 
lo$t in thought^ ktt fixed vaeanilg, ami hk^ 
head smtakkfd hy his hand. The Oounsess 
Tebzky enters^ stands h^cre him for awhUe^ im- 
abserved by him ; at length he starts, sees her and 
recollects himself . « 

WALLEKSTKZK. 

Comest thou from her ? Is she restored ? How is she ? 

OOtTKTESS. 

My sister tells me, she was more cottected 
After her conversation with the Swede. 

She has now retired to rest. 

waixeusteik. 

The pang will soften, 

^26 will shed tears. 

cotnn^s. 

I find thee alter'd too. 

My brother ! After such a victoiy 
I had expected to have found in thee 
A cheerful spirit. O remaiu thou firm ! 

Sustain, uphold us ! For our H^t thou art, 

Our BUD. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Be qmet I ail nothing. Where's 
Thy husband ? 

COUNTESS^ 

At a banquet— he and lllo. 

WALLENSTEIN (mes and strides across the adoon). 

The ^ht’s &r spent. Betake thee to tbj ebard^, 

COUNTESS. 

Bid me not go, O let me stay with thee I 
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WALLEKSTEiM {move$ to Hhe window). 

There is a busj motion in the Heaven, 

The doth chase the wpctti the tower. 

Fast sweep the clouds, the sickle * of the moon, 

Struggling, darts snathes of uncertain light. 

No form of star is visible I That one 

White stain of li^ht, that single glimmering yonder. 

Is from Cassiopeia, and thermn 

Is Jupiter. (A pause). But now 

The blackness of the troubled element hides him ! 

[He sinks into profound melancholy, and looks 
vacantly into the distance. 

COUNTESS {looks ou Mm tnoumftdly, then gracps his hand). 
What art thou brooding on ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Methinks, 

If 1 but saw him, *twould be well witli me. 

He is the star of my nativity, . 

And often marvellously hath his aspect 
Shot strength into my heart. 

COUNTESS. 

Thoult see him again. 

waijjenstein {remains for a while with ahsent mind, then as- 
sumes a livelier manner^ and turning suddenly to the 
Countess). 

See him again ? 0 never, never again ! 

* These four lines are expressed in the original with exquisite fidici^. 

Am Himmel ist geschaftige Bcwegnng. 

Des Thames Fahne jagt 4er Wind, schncll geht 
Dcr Wolken Zog, die Mondewickd wankt, 

Und dutch die Nacht xuckt ungewisse Bdle. 

The word ** moon-sickle/' reminds me of a passage in Harris, as quoted 
hy Johnson, under the word *'&lcated.’’ **The enlightened part (Mf the 
moon appears in the form of a sickle or reaping-hook, which is while die is 
moving from the conjunction to the opporition, or from the new moon to the 
full : but from full to a new again, the enlightened part appears gibbons, and 
the dark falcated.** 

The words " wanken ** and ‘‘'schweben ** arc not easily tmnslated. The 
English words, by which we attempt to render them, ate either vidgar or pe- 
dmitic, or not of snfficienily general application. So ^'der Wolkra Zug*'— . 
The Draft, the Procession of donda-^The Masses of the Ghmds sweep on- 
ward in swift stream. ^ 
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€01727TDSS. 

How? 

' ^fALUSKSlEIK. 

He is gone— is dust. 

OOtTlTTESff. 

Whom meanest thou, then ? 

WALLEKSTEX^r. 

He, the more fortunate ! ym, he hath finish'd ! 

For him there is no longer any future. 

His life is bright— bright without spot it tros, 

And cannot cease to be. No ominous hour 
Knocks at his door with tidings of mishap, 

Far off is be, above desire and fear ; 

No more submitted to the bhange and chance 
Of the unsteady planets. O 'tis well 
With ?im ! but who knows what the coming hour 
Veil'd in thick darkness brings for us? 

COUNTESS. 

Thou s|»eakest 

Of PiccolominL What was his death ? 

I'he courier had just left thee as I came. 

[Waxxenstexn by a motion of hU hand makes signs to 
her to he silent. 

Turn not thine eyes upon the backward view. 

Let us look forward into sunny days. 

Welcome with joyous heart the victory, 

Forget what it has cost thee. Not to-day. 

For the first time, thy friend was to thee dead ; 

To thee he died, when first he parted from thee. 

WALLENSTEXK. 

This anguish will be wearied down^, 1 know ; 

What pong is permanent with man ? Fium the highest, 

As from the vilest thing of evexy day, 

He learns to wean himself: for the strong hours 

* A Toy inadequate translation of the original 

Verschmersen word* ich dicsen Schlag, das woiss ich, 

Deim Was versdbmenste nieht der Uenscfa ! 

ixtSBALLT. 

t shall grieve down this blow, of that Pm oonseious t 
Tfhat does not man grieve down f 
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Conquer him. Yet I feel ivhet 1 have lost 
In him. The bloom is vanish’d from mj life. 

For O I he stood beside me« like my youth. 
Transform’d for me the real to a dream, 

Clothing the palpable and the famil iar 
With golden exhalations of the dawn* 

Whatever fortunes wait my future toils, 

The beautiful is vaniah’d— and returns not* 

OOUlTTnSB. 

O be not treacherous to thy own power* 

Thy heart is rich enou^ to vivify 

Itself. Thou lovest and prisest virtues in him. 

The which thyself didst plant, thyself unfold. 

WALLENSTEIN {0tepplng to the doer). 

Who interrupts us now at this late hour ? 

It is the Governor. He brings the keys 
Of the Citadel. Tis midnight. Leave me, sister ! 
COUNTESS. 

0 ’tis so hard to me this night to leave thee- 
A boding fear possesses me! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Fear ! Wherefore ? 

COUNTESS. 

Shouldst thou depart this night, and wo at waking 
Never more find thee ! 

WALLENSTFIN- 
Fancies ! 

COUNTESS. 

0 my soul 

Has long been weigh’d down by these dark forebodings. 
And if I combat and repel them waking. 

They still crush down upon my heart in dreams. 

1 saw thee yesternight with thy first wife 
Sit at a banquet, gorgeously attired. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

This was a dream of favourable omen, 

That marriage being the founder of my fortunes. 

COUNTESS. 

To-day I dreamt that I was seeking thee 
In thy own chamber. As I enter’d, lot 
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It was no snore a iiie ChmUam^ . 

At Gitscbin 'twas, wkLek i&oa 
And it is tlqrwitl l^t them ha 

Interr’d. ' 


. Thy soul is busy witk these thoughts. 

COUNTESS. 


What ! dost thou not belieire that oft m dreams 
A voice of warning speaks proihetiic to us? 

There is no doubt that there exist such voices. 
Yet I would not call them 
Voices of warning that announce to us 
Only the inevitable. As the sun. 

Ere it is risen, sometimes paints its image 
In the atmosphere, so often do the spirits 
Of great events stride on before the ermts> 

And in to-day already walks to-morrow. 

That which we read of the fourth Henry's death 
Did ever vex and haunt me like a tale 
Of my own future destiny. The king 
Felt in his breast the phantom of the knife, , 
Long ere Bavaillac arm'd himself therewith. 

His quiet mind forsook him : the phantasma 
Started him in his Louvre, chased him forth 
Into the open air : like funeral knells 
Sounded that coronation festival ; 

And still with boding sense he Iward the tread 
Of those feet that even then were seeking him 
Throughout the streets of Pans. 

COUNTESS. 

And to thee 


The voice within thy soul bodes nothing? 

WALLENSTEIN. 


Be wholly tranquil. 


Nothing. 


COUNTESS. 

And another time 

I hasten'd after thee, and thou rann'st itova. me 
Through a long suite, through many a spadous hiS, 
There seem'd no end of it: doors creak\l and 
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I follow'd panting, but could not o'eitake tbee ; 

When <m a sudd^ did 1 ’feel myAelf 
fxiasp'd fiom behind — ^the hand ms cold tliat grasped mi(»— 
Twas thou, and thou didst kiss the, and there seem'd 
A crimson covering to envelop us. 

WAZXS^STEIK. 

That is the crimson tapestiy of my chamber. 

* COUNTESS {gazing on him). 

If it should come to Ibat— if 1 should see thee, 

Who standest now before me in the fulness 
Of life — [8h« falls on his breast and weeps. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The Emperor's proclamation weighs upon thee— 
Alphabets wound not — and he finds no hands. 

COUNTESS. 

If he should find them, my resolve is taken— 

1 bear about me my support and refuge. 

« \Ex%t Countess. 


Scene IV. 

Waixenstein, Gordon. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

All quiet in the to^yn ? 

GORDON; 

The town is quiet. 

WAT-LENSTEIN. 

I hear a boisterous music ! and the Castle 
Is lighted up. Who are the revellers ? 

GORDON. 

Theif is a banquet given at the Castle 
To the Count Terzky, and Field Marshal Illo. 

WALLENSTEIN 

In honour of the victory — ^This tribe 

Can show their joy in nothing else but feasting. 

[Rings. The Groom of the Chamber erUers. 
Unrobe me. I will lay me down to sleep. 

[Wallenstein takes the kegs from Gordon. 
^ 8o we are guarded from all enemies, 

And shut in with sure friends. 
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For all mast cheat me, or a &C6 like thil 

[Fhfin^ hu e^e on Gobodk. 

Was ne’er a hypocrite’s mask. 

[The Gbooia of tbe Ohambeb takes off Hu mantle, 
eoUar, and scarf , 

WALLSNSTEIB. 

Take care — ^what is that? r 

OBOOH OF THE CHAMBER. 

The golden chain is snapped in two. ^ 

WAIXEKSTEIN. 

Well, it has lasted long enough. Here — give it 

[He, tafces and Imks at ^ 4^in. 
’Twas the first present of the^Emperor. 

He hung it round me in the war of Friule, 

He being then Archduke ; md I have worn it 

Till now from habit . . 

From superstition, if you will. 

It was to be a talisman to me ; 

And while 1 wore it on my neck in faith, 

It was to chain to me all my life long 
The volatile fortune, whose first pledge it was. 

Well, be it so I Hencefbrward a new fortune 
Must spring up for me ; for Ihe potency 
Of this charm is dissolved. 

[Gbooh of the Chambeb retires wUh the vestmeme, 
Wallbestein rises, takes a stride across the room^ 
and stands at last hffore Gobdon in a posture of 
meditation. 

How the old time returns upon me \ 1 
Behold myself once more at Burgau, where 
We two were Pages of the Court together. 

We oftentimes disputed : thy intention 
Was ever good ; but thou wert wont to play 
The Moralist and Preacher, and wouldst at me-»- 
That 1 strove after things too high for me, 

Giving my faith to bold unlawful dreams. 

And still extol to me the golden mean. 

— Thy wisdom hath been proved a tbiiftless fri^d 
To thy own self. See, it has made thee early 
A superannuated man, and (but 

F F 
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That my mimifipaEt stars will i&tervene) 

Would let thee in same miserable comer 
Go out like an untended lamp. 

aosnoK; 

^ My Prince ! 

With light heart the poor jgaher moors his boat. 

And watches from the shore the lofty ship , 

Stranded amid the storm. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Art thou already 

In harbour then, old man ? Well ! I am not. 

The unconquer*d spirit drives me o'er life's billows ; 

My planks sdll firm, my canvas swelling proudly. 

Hope is my goddess still, and Youth my inmate; 

And while we stand thus front to front almost 
I might presume to say, that the swift years 
Have passed by powerless o'er my unblanched hair. 

[He moves with long strides across the Saloon^ and 
remains on the aj^posite.side over againat Goeoon. 
Who now persists in calling Fortune false ? 

To me she has proved faitmul ; with fond lore 
Took me from out the common ranks of men. 

And like a mother goddess, with strong arm 
Carried me swiftly up the steps of life. 

Nothing is common in my destiny. 

Not in the furrows of my hand. Who dares 
Interpret then my life for me as 'twere 
One of the undisdnguishable many? 

True, in this present moment 1 appear 
Fallen low indeed ; but 1 shall rise again. 

The high flood will soon follow on this ebb; 

The fountain of my fortune, which now stops 
Bepress'd and bound by some malicious star, 

Wfll soon in joy play forth from all its pipes. 

ooanoN. 

And yet remember I the good old proverb^ 

** Let the night come before we praise the di^«" 

I would be riow from long^cantmued fortune. 

To gather hope: for Hope is the companion 
Given to the unfortunate by pityiu^ Heav^ 
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Fear hovers round the head df prosperous men : 

For still unsteady are the scales of fate. 

WATXENSTEiK (smUbig). 

I hear the very Gordon that of old 

Was wont to preachy now onee more preaching ; 

know well, that all sublunary things^ 

Are still the vassals of vicissitude. 

The unpropitious gods demand tlieir tribute 
This long ago the ancient Pagazis knew : 

And therefore of their own accord they oifer'd 
To themselves ii^juries, so to atone 
The jealousy of their divinities : 

And human sacrifices bled to Typhon. , 

[After a pause, serious, and in a more subdued maimer. 
I too have sacrificed to him — For me 
There fell the dearest friend, and through my &ult 
He fell ! No joy from favourable fortune 
Can overweigh the anguish of this stroke. 

The envy of my destiny is glutted : 

Life pays for life. On Us pure head the lij^stning 
Was drawn off whddi would else have shatter’d me. 

Scene V. 

To these enter Seni. 

WAIXEKSTEIN. 

Is not that Seni ! and beside himself^ 

If one may trust his loolcs ? What brings thee hither 
At this late hour, Baptista? 

SENI. 

Terror, Duke! 

On thy account* 

WAELENSTEIN. 

What now? 

S£2^, 

Flee ere the day-break] 
Trust not tfay person to the Swedes 1 

WALLEKSTEtN. 


Js iu thy thoughts ? 


What how 

E E 8 
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BEEi (with louder voice). 

Trust not thy peraon to the S^^edes. 

WALDBKSTEIK. 

What is it, then? 

SEKi (still more urgently). 

0 wait not the arrival of these Swedes ! 

An evil near at hand is threatening thee 

From false friends. All tlie signs stand full of horror ! 
Near, near at hand the net-work of perdition — 

Yea, even now ’tis being cast around thee I 

WAIXENSTEIN. 

Baptista, thou art dreaming ! — Fear befools thee 
SEEI. 

Believe not that an empty fear deludes me. 

Come, read it in the planetary aspects ; 

Bead it thyself, that ruin threatens thee 
From false friends. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

From the falseness of my friends 
Has risen the whole of my nnprosperous fortunes. 

« The warning should have come before ! At present 

1 need no revelation from the stars 
To know that. 

sEin. 

Come and see ! trust thine own eyes ! 

A fearful sign stands in the house of life — 

An enemy ; a hend lurks close behind 
The radiance of thy planet. — 0 be warn’d ! 

Deliver not up thyself to these heathens. 

To wage a war against our holy church, 

WALLENSTEIN (laughing genilAj). 

The oracie rails that way ! Yes, yes ! Now 
I recollect. This junction with the Swedes 
Did never please thee — ^lay thyself to sleep, 

Baptista ! Signs like these I do not fear. 

GOBDON (who during the whole of this dialogue has shown marks 
of extreme dgitaUont and tww turned 
My Duke and Generali May I dare presume ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 


Speak freely. 
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OOBOON. 

What if ’twere do mere creation 
Of fear, if God’s high providence vouchsafed 
To interpose its aid for your deliverance, 

And made that mouth its organ ? 

* WALLENSTEIN. 

Ye're both feverish 1 

How can mishap come to me from the Swedes 1 
They sought this junction with me — tis their interest. 

GORDON [with difficulty suppremng his motion). 

But what if the arrival of these Swedes — 

What if this were the very thing that wing'd 
The ruin that is flying to your temples? 

, himelf at his Jest 

There is yet time, my Prince. 

SEKI. 

0 hear him! hear him! 
GORDON (rises). 

The Bhinegrave's still far oE Give but the orders, 

This citadel shall close its gates upon him. 

If then he will besiege us, let him try it. 

But this I say ; he’ll find his own destruction 
With his whole force before tliese ramparts, sooner 
Than w eaiy down tiie valour of our spirit. 

He shall experience what a band of heroes, 

Inspirited by an heroic leader, 

Is able to perform. And if indeed 
It be thy serious wish to make amend 
For that which thou hast done amiss, — this, this 
Will touch and reconcile the Fmperor, 

Who gladly turns his heart to thoughts of mercy; 

And Friedland, who returns repentant to him. 

Will stand yet higher in his Emperor’s favour, 

Than e'er he stood wh^ he Iiad never fallen. 

WALLENSTEIN (con^tsmplates him with surprise, remains silott 
awhile, betraying strong emotion)^ 

. Goidon^-your z&d and fervour lead you far. 

Well, well— an old friend has a privilege. 

Blood, Gordon, has been flowing. Never, never 
Can the Emperor pardon me : and if he could, , 
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Yet I— I ne’er could let mjaelf be pardon’d. 

Had 1 foreknoT^n ^vbat now has tal^n place, 

That he, my deareet friend, wettld ML foir me, 

My first death-offering ; and had the heart 
Spoken to me, as now it has dofne-««3ordon, 

It may be, I might have bethou^ tuyself. 

It may be too, I might not Might or might not, 

Is now an idle question. All too seriooaly 

Has it begun to end in nothing, Gordonl 

Let it then have its course. [St^Bp^ to the window. 

All dark and silent — at the castle too 

All is now hush’d — ^Light me, Chamberlain ! 

[The Groou of thb Chambeb, who had entered dur- 
ing the last dialogue, and had been standing at a 
distance and listening to it with tkiMe expressions 
of the deepest interest^ advances in extreme agita- 
tion, and throws himself at the Duke’s feet. 

And thou too ! But I know why thou dost wish 
My reconcilement ivith the Emperor. 

Poor man ! he hath a small estate in Carinthia, 

And fears it will be forfeited because 
^ He’s in my service. Am 1 then so poor 
That 1 BO longer can indemnify 
My servants? Well ! to no one I employ 
Means of compulsion. If ’tie thy belief 
That fortune has fled from me, go ! forsake me. 

This night for the last time mayst thou unrobe me, 

And then go over to thy Emperor. 

Gordon, good night ! I think to make a long 
Sleep of it : for the struggle and the turmoil 
Of tms last day or two was great. Mi^’t please you! 

Take care that they awake me not too early. 

[Eseit Waxxensteik, the Gboom of the Ohauber 
lighting him. Seni follows, Gobdok remains on 
the darkened stage, following the Duke with his 
eye. HU he disappears at the farther end ef the 
gallery: then by hie gestures the old man expresses 
the dipfth ef Ris anguish and stands hming 
against a pUlar. 
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ScEx^ *YI. 

Gobdon, {at Jir^i bMnd Uu^scmm)^ 

BUTLEB {not yet etme into timit tff^^e ^ge). 

Here stand in silenoe tiil I iglve tJie signal. 

GORDON {starts up). 

’Tis he ! he has already brought the murderers. 

BUTLEB, 

The lights are out. All lies in profound sleep. 

GORDON. 

What shall I do, shall I attempt to save him ^ 

* Shall 1 call up the house ? alarm the guards ? 

BUTLEB {appears^ hut scarcely on the stage), 

A li|^t gleams hither from the corridor. 

It leads directly to the Duke's bed-chamber* 

GORDON. 

But then I break my oath to the Emperor ; 

If he escape and strengthen the enemy; 

Do I not hereby call down on my head 
All the dread consequences ? 

BUTLER {stepping forwafd\ 

HaA ! Who speaks there ? 

GORDON. 

Tis better, I resign it to the bands 
Of Providence. For what am I, that I 
Should take. upon myself so great a deed? 

I have not murdered him, if he be murder'd ; 

But all his rescue were my act and deed ; 

Mine — and whatever be the consequences, 

1 must sustain them. 

buti;br {adx^ances). 

I should know that voice. 

OOBDON. 

Butler ! 

BUTT^CB 

*Tis Gordon. What do you WTint here ? 

Was it so late then, when tlie Duke dismiss’d you? 

GORDON. 

Your hand bound up and in a scarf? 
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Tis wounded. 

That lUo fought as he were frantic, till 
At last we threw him on the ground. 

GORDON (shitdderm^). 

Both dead? 

BUTLER. 

Is he in bed? ^ 

GORDON. 

Ah, Butler ! 

BUTLER. 

Is he ? speak. 

GORDON. 

He shall not perish 1 Not through you ! The Heaven 
Eefuses your arm. See — *tis wounded 1 — 

BUTLER. 

There is no need of my arm. 

GORDON. 

The most guilty 
Have perished, and enough is given to justice. 

[The Groom of tee Chamber advances from the 
Gallery mth his finger on his mouth commanding 
silence, 

GORDON. 

He sleeps ! 0 murder not the holy sleep ! 

BUTLER. 

No ! he shall die awake. [/^ going, 

GORDON. 

His heart still cleaves 

To earthly« things : he’s not prepared to step 
Into the presence of his God ! 

BUTLER {goingX 

God’s merciful 1 

GORDON {holds him). 

Grant him but this night’s respite. 

BUTLER {flurrying off). 

The next moment 


May ruin all. 
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OOBDON Mm sUU)^ 

One hour I—— 

^ BUTLEB. 

TJnhold me ! What 

Can that short respite profit him? 

GOBDok. 

0 — ^Time 

Works miracles* In one hour mtmj thousands 
Of grains of sand run out ; and quick as they, 

Thought foUows thought 'within the human soul. 

Only one hour ! Your heart may change its purpose, 

Hia heart may change its purpose— some new tidings 
" May come ; some fortunate event, decisive, 

May fall from Heaven and rescue him. O what 
May not one hour achieve ! 

BUTLER. 

You hut remind me, 

How precious every minute is I 

[He Btampe on tlie floor. 


Scene VII. 

To time enter Magdokalb and Devebeux^ with the Hal- 
berdiers. 

GORDON {throwing himself hetiveen him and them). 

No, monster ! 

First over my dead body thou shalt tread. 

I will not live to see the accursed deed I 

BUTLER (forcing him out of the way), 
Weak-hearted dotard ! 

[Trumpets are heard in the distance, 
DEVEREUX and KACDONALD. 

Hark ! The Swedish trumpets ! 
Tlie Swedes before the ramparts ! Let us hasten ! 

GORDON (rushes out), 

0, God of mercy! 

BUTLER (calUng after him}. 

Governor, to your post I 
GROom OP THE CHAMBER (hurries m). 

Who dares make larum here ? How ! The Duke de^s. 



TSee: SIEACT WALZ;£KBtS!lK. 


ym Sf; 


4«l 

DEVEBEtnc iotti? hars^ voice). 

Friend, it is time now to m^e iarum. 

GSOOJC OP THE CIUMBEB. 

Help! 

Murder ! 

BtJTLEB. 

Down with him I 

GBOOM OF THE OHAUBEB (rUU thrOV^h the body by nEVEBEUX, 
faUs at the entrance of the GaUery). 

Jesus Maria 

BUTLEE 

Burst the doors open. 

[l^hey rush over the body into the Gallery — two doore are 
heard to crash one after the other, — Voices, deadened 
by the distance — clash of arm — then all at once a jpro- 
foimd silence. 

Scene VIII. 

COUNTESS TBEZKY {with a light). 

Her bed-chamber is emptj ; she herself 
Is nowhere to be found ! The Neubrunn too, 

Who watched by her, is missing. If she should 
Be flown — but whither flown ? We must call up 
Eveiy soul in the house. How will the Duke 
Bear up against these worst bad tidings? 0 
If that my husband now were but return’d 
Home from the banquet 1 — Hark ! I wonder whether 
The Duke is still awake ! I thought I heard 
Voices and tread of feet here ! I will go 
And listen at the door. Hark ! what is that ? 

’Tie hastenii^ up the steps I 

Scene IX 

Countess, Gobdon. 

GOEOon {rtwhes m out of breath). 

a mistake ! 

Tis not the Swedes — must j^ooeed no ihrther — 
Bttfler !— O ^iod I where is be ? 



8C« X«] 


mB DBATH OF HfmJmBVESX. 


4M. 


GOBDON (o&Mmn^ f OOUNTESI^ 

Countess! Say — ^ 

' cptmTEss, 

You are come then from the castle ? Where’s my hufifeand ? 

GOBDON {in an agony of affright). 

Tour husband I — Ask not I — To the Duke-~ 


COUNTESS. 

You have discover’d to me— 


Not till 


GOBDON. 

On this moment 

Does the world hang. For God’s sake I to the Duke. 

WhUe we are speaking ^ [CaMng loudly, 

Butler! Butler! God! 


COUNTESS. 

Why, he is at the castle with my husband. 

[Butleb cotaesfrom the GaUery, 

GOBDON. 

•Twas a mistake — Tis not the Swedes — ^it is 
The Imperialists’ Lieutenant-General 
Has sent me hither— will be here himself 
Instantly You must not proceed. 

BUTLEB. 

He comes 

Too late. [Gobdon dashes himself against the wall. 

GOBDON. 

0 God of mercy I 

COUNTESS. 

What too late ? 

Who will be here himself? Octavio 

In Egra ? Treason 1 Treason ! — ^Where’s the Duke f 

[She rushes to the GaUery. 


Scene X. 

{Servants rm eteoss the Stage full of terror. The whole Same 
meet he spoken entirely without pauses), 

8ENI {from the Gallery),, 

O bloody frightful deed ! 
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COUNTESS. 

What is it, Seni? 

PAGE ^from the GaUery), 

0 piteous sight ! 

[Other Servants hasten in witK torches^ 

COUNTESS. 

What is it? For God's sakei 

SEXI. 

And do you ask ? 

Within, the Duke lies murder'd — and your husband 
Assassinated at the Castle. 

[The Countess stands motionless, 
FEMALE 8EBYANT {rushiny OCTOSS the Stage), 

Help ! help ! the Duchess I 

BUBOOMASTEB {enters). 

What mean these confused 
Loud cries, that wake the sleepers of this house ? 

OOBDON. 

Your house is cursed to all eternity. 

In your house doth the Duke lie murder'd ! 

BUBOOMAs:ra:B (rushing out). 

Heaven forbid ) 

FIBST SEBYANT, 

Fly ! fly ! they murder us aU 1 

SECOND SEBYANT (parrying silver plate). 

That way ! the lower 

Passages are block'd up. 

YOicE (from behind the Scene). 

Make room for the Xieutenant-General ! 

[At these words the Countess starts from her stupor^ ooU 
lects herself and retires suddenly, 

yoke (from behind the Scene), 

Keep back the p^ple I Guard the door ! 

Scene XI. 

To these enter Ogtayio Ficcolomini with all Us train. At 
the same time DeyebEUX and Macdonald enter from out 
the Corridor with the Hdlherdiers . — Wallenstein s dead 
body is carried over tike back part of ike Stage^ wrapped m a 
piece of crimson tapestry, 

OCTAVIO (entering abruptly). 

It must not be ! It is not possible ! 
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Butler! Gordon! 

Ill not believe it Say no J . 

[Gordon* without answering^ points with hit hmd to the 
body of WALLENSTEik 08 it is carried over the hack of 
tJus stage. Ootayio looks that way^ arid sta/nds over- 
powered with horror. 

DEVEREUX {to BOTLER). 

Here is the golden fleece — ^the Duke’s sword— 

MAODOKALD. 

Is it your order — 

BUTLER {pointing to ootavio). 

Here stands he who now 
Hath the sole power to issue o!;ders. 

[Devereux oAxd Macdonald retire with marks of oheis’ 
ance. One drops away after the other, till only But- 
ler* Octavio, and Gordon, remain on the Stage, 
OCTAVIO {turning to butler). 

Was that my purpose, Butler^ when we parted ? 

O God of Justice ! 

To thee I lift my hand ! I am not guilty 
Of this foul deed. 

butler. 

Your hand is pure. You have 
Avail’d yourself of mine. 

OCTAVIO. 

Merciless man ! 

Thus to abuse the orders of thy Lord — 

And stain thy Emperor’s holy name with murder, 

With bloody, niost accursed assassination ! 

BUTLER {calmly). 

I’ve but fulfilled the Emperor's own sentence. 

OCTAVIO, 

0 curse of Kings, 

Infiising a dread life into their words, 

And Idling to the sudden transient thought 
The unchanging irrevocable deed. 

Was there necessity for such an eager 
De^atch ? Oouldst thou not grant the mercifiil 
A for meixy? Time is man’s good Angel 
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To leave no interval between the sentence, 

And the fulfilment of it, doth beseem 
God only, the immutable ! 

BUTLEB. 

For what 

Eail you against me ? What is my offence ? 

The Empire from a fearful enemy 
Have 1 deliver'd, and expect reward. 

The single difference betwixt you and me 
la this : you placed the arrow in the bow ; 

1 pull'd ^6 string. You sew'd blood, and yet stand 
Astonish'd that blood is come up. 1 always 
Knew what I did, and ther^ore no result 
Hath power to frighten or surprise my spirit. 

Have you au^t else to order ; for this instant 
I make my best speed to Vienna ; place 
My bleeding sword before my Emperor's throne. 

And hope to gain the applause wMch undelaying 

And punctual obedience may demand 

From a just judge. {Eisk Butleb. 


Scene XII. 

To these enter the Countess Tebzet, vale and disordered 
Her utterance is slow and feeble^ md vmmptmixmed^ 
OCTAVIO {meeting her), 

O, Countess Terzky ! These are the results 
Of luckless unblest deeds. 

COUNTESS. 

They are the fhiits 

Of your contrivances. The Duke is dead, 

My husband too is dead, the Duchess struggles 
In the pangs of death, my niece has disappear'd. 

' This house of ^lendour, and of princely glory, 

Doth now stand desdiated ; the ^rigbbra servants 
Hush forth through all its doors. 1 am the last 
Therein; I shut it up, and here delivm? 

The keys. 

OCTAVIO {wUk a deejg angmsk), 

0 Countess! my housa, too, is dasoloito^ 
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COUNTESS. " ' - 

Who next is to be murder’d? Who is nexit 
To be maltreated ? Xo 1 the Xnhe is, dead» 

The Emperor’s yeugeance may be pacified! 

Spare the old servants ; let not their idetiQr 
Be imputed to the iait^ul as a cnme~ 

The evil destiny surprised my brother 
Too suddenly : he could not think on. them. 

ooTAyzo. 

Speak not of vengeance ! Speak not of maltreatatent } 

The Emperor is appeased ; the heavy fault 
Hath heavily been expiated — ^nothing 
Descended ^m the father to the daughter. 

Except his gloty and his servibes. 

The Empress honours your adversity, 

Takes part in your afflicliens, opens to you 
Her motherly arms ! Therefore no farther fears ; 

Yield yourself up in hope and confidea6a 
To the Imperial Gzaoe ! 

COUNTESS i^ith her eye raked to hmmn). 

To the grace and mercy of a greater Master 
Do I yield up myself. Where shall the body 
Of the Duke have its place of final rest? 

In the Chartreuse, yMcAi he himself did found 
At Gitschin, rests the Countess Wallenstein ; 

And by her side, to vrhom he was indebted 
For his first'fortunes, gratefully he wish’d 
He might sometime repose in death ! O let him 
Be buned there. And likewise, for my husband’s 
Bemains, 1 ask the like grace. The Emperor 
Is now the proprietor of all our castles. 

This sure may well be granted usi-one sepuldixa 
Beside the sepulchres of our forefathers ! 

OOTAVIO, 

Countess, you tremble, you turn pale ! 

COUNTESS (reaasemhlee aU her •powersy and speaks wiA emrffp 
and dignity) 

You think 

More yrorthily of me, than to believe 
1 would survive the downfall of my house. 
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We did DOt hold ourselves too mean to grasp 
Aftor a monaroh's crown — ^the crown dia fate ^ 

Deny, but not feeling and the spirit 
That to the crown belong ! We deem a 
Courageous death more worthy of our free station 
Than a dishonour’d life. — I have taken poison. 

Octavio. 

Help! Help! Support her I 

COUNTESS. 

Nay, it is too late. 

In a few moments is my fate accomplish'd. 

[Exit Countess. 

OOBDON. 

O house of death and horrors ! 

[An Of£ 1 oeb enters, and brings a Utter teUk the great seal. 
Gobdon steps forward and meets him. 

What is this ? 

It is the Imperial Seal. 

[He rec^s the address, and delivers the letter to Octavio 
with a loolc of reproach, and with an emphasis on the 
word. 

To the Prince Piccolomini. 

[Octavio, wkh his whole frame expressive of sudden 
angui^, raises his eges to heaven. 

The Curtain drops. 
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ACT I. * ‘ 

Scene 1. 

A hiffh rocky chore of the lake of Lucerne opposite Schwytz, 
The lake makes a bend into the land ; a hut stands at a 
short distance from the shore; the fisher hoy is rowing 
about in his boat. Beyond the lake are seen the green 
meadows, the hamlets and farms of Schwytz, lying in the 
clear sunshine. On the left are observed the peaks of the 
Sacken, surrounded with clouds; to the right, and in the 
remote distance, appear the Glaciers. The &mz des Vaches, 
and the tinfding of cattle bells, continue for some time after 
the rising of the curtain. 

FISHER BOT {sings in his boat). 

Melody of the Ranz des Vaches. 

The clear smiling woo'd to bathe in its deep, 

A hoj OB its green shore had laid him to sleep ; 

Then heard he a melody 
Flowing and soft, 

And sweet, as when angels 
Are singing aloft. 

And as thrilling with pleasure he wakes from his rest. 

The waters are murmuring OTer his breast ; 

And a voice from the deep cries, 

** With me thou must go, 

1 charm the young shepherd, 

1 lure him below." 
heedshah (on the mountains). 

Air. — Variation of the Banz des Vaches. 

Farewell, ye green meadows, 

Farewell, sunny shore, 

The herdsman must leave you, 

The summer is o’er. 

We gQ to the hills, but youll see t;^ again, 

When the cuckoo is wling, and modnotes are gay. 
When flow’rets are blooming in dingle and plain, 

And the brooks sparkle np in the sunshine of May, 
EareweB, ye green meadows, 

Farewell, sunny shore, 

The herdsman must leave you, 

The summer is o'er. * ^ 
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OBAUOis BtmrxiB {<qipeafing onl^top^u el^> 
Second Yariakon of the Ranz des Vaehee^ 

Ob the heists |^b the tbtmder^ and tzemblee the bridge. 
The hnatsiBaii Dounde on hj the dizzying ridge. 
Ufidaaiited he hies him 
O’er ice-oovered wild, 

Where leaf never hodded. 

Nor Spring ever smiled ; 

And beneath him an ocean of mist^ v^ere hia eye 
No longer the dwellings of man can espy ; 

Through the parting clouds onlj 
The earth can*b^ seen, , 

Far down ’neath the vapour 
The meadows of green. 

[A change comes over the lanisca^. A r%fmJldmg^ 
cracking noise is heard among the mountains. Sik- 
dom of douds sweep across the scene. 

[RnoDi, the fisherman^ com^ out of hie cottage. Wsxnn, 
the huntsman, descends fromjSi^e irocks. Kxjoki, the 
shepherd, enters, with a miU^H on his shoulders, 
followed by Ssppx, his assistant, 

Huoni. Bestir thee, Jenni, haul the boat on shore. 

The grizzly Vale-King corned the Glaciers moan, 

♦ The lofty Mytensteipf draws on his hood, 

And from the Stormcleft chilly blows the wind; 

The stonn will boint, before we are prepared. 

Kuoni. Twill rain ere long ; my sheep browse eagerly. 

And Watcher there is scraping up Ihe earih. 

Webni. The dsh are leaping, and me water-hen 

Dives up and down. A ebcm is coming m 
Kuoki (to his hoy). . 

Look, S^pi, if the cattle aio not etraying* 

Seppz. There goes brown £iesti, I can hear her b^ib, 
Kuoni. Then dl are safe ; she ever ranges ; , 

Huoni; You've a fine joke of hells tbexev m^^r 

WebnI;^ And likrfy ea^e, too. Are theyyotir 
, ' ' ' ' 

* The Gwmiaa ie, Bider of tiie Vaney*.M4li« earns 

tivdy to a 4enie geej.mn whleb fiio eolith wl^d twe^ tete 
fiio mooiitain «o|a. It U weh luiowa M llto atWnw 

rod^, itondiDg ea Jhe barih of m 
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Kuoni. Tm not so rich. Tbej are the noble lord’s 
Of Attinghaus, and trusted to my oare. 

Buodi. How gracefully yon heifer hears hot ribbon t 
Kuoni. Ay, well she Imowa she’s leader of the herd, 

And, take it from her, she’d refuse to feed. 

Buqdi. You’re joking now. A beast devoid of reason — 
Webni. That’s easy said. But beasts have reason, too, — 

And that we know, we men that hunt the chamois : 
They never turn to feed-^sagaoious creatures ! 

Till they Imve placed a sentinel ahead, 

*^Alio pricks his ears whenever we approach. 

And gives alarm with dear and piercing pipe. 

Euodt {to the ehepherd). 

Are you for home ? 

Kuoni. The Alp is grazed quite bare. 

Weeni. a safe return, my friend! . 

Kuoni. The same to you ! 

Men come not always back from tracks like yours. 
Euodi. But who comes here, running at topmost speed? 
Webnt. 1 know the man ; *tis BaumgajRt of Alzellen. 

Eonbai) Baumoabten {pishing in breathless). 

For God’s sake, ferryman, your boat! 

Euodi. How now? 

Why all this haste? 

Bauic. Castoff! My life’s at stake ! 

Set me across ! 

Kuoni. TYhy, what’s the matter, friend ? 

Webnt. Who are pursuing you? First tell us that. 

Baum, (to the fisherman). 

Quick, quick, e’eii now they’re dose upon niy heels! 

^ The Viceroy’s horsemeirare in hot pursuit ! 

Vm a lost man, should hands upon me. 

Euom* Why are the troopers in Pursuit of you ? 

Baum. iEtrst save my life, and then IE tdl you aUl 
Webki. There’s blood upon yourgarmenfe;*-:lmw is this? 
Baum. The iii^rial Senes^al, who 4welt at Eossberg^ 
KtioMi. How|:W^ The Wolfeh^^? Is it he pursues you? 

^ tu youiwiiiaa of nqhle femihr, sad 

dt Bntftrwsldsn, who atwed his^f tolid &oibm » of Aashfs, md 
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BAt7M. Hell ne'et liurt mon egaizi ; IVe settled Idm. 

All (starting book). " . 

Now, God forgive you, what ia this yoa*w dene ! 
Baum. What eveiy free man in my place had done. 

I have but used mine own good household right 
'Gainst him that would have wrong’d my wife— ^my 
honour. ^ 

Kuont. And has he wrong’d you in your honour, th^? 

Baum. That he did not fulhl his foul desiie, 

Is due to God and to my trusty axe. 

Werni. You’ve cleft his skull then, have you, with your axe? 
Kuoni. 0, tell us all ! You’ve time enough, before 

The boat can be unfastened from its moorings. 

Baum. When I was in the forest felling timber. 

My wife came running out in mortal fear. 

The Seneschal,” she said, “ was in my house. 

Had order’d her to get a bath prepared, 

And thereupon had ta’en unseemly freedoms, 

From which she rid herself, and flew to me.” 

Arm’d as I wts, 1 sought him, and my axe 
Has given his a bloody benediction. 

Webni. And you did well ; no man can blame the deed. 

Kuoi) [. The tyrant I Now he has his just reward ! 

We men of Unterwald have owed it long, 

Baum. The deed got wind, and now they’re in pursuit. 

Heavens ! whilst we speak, the time is flying fast, 

[It begins to thunder. 

Kuoni. Quick, ferryman, and set the good man over. 

Buoni. Impossible ! a storm is close at hand. 

Wait rill it pass! Yen must. 

Baum. : * * Almighty heavens ! 

I oazmot wait r the least delay is desih. 

Kuoni (to the JUhermm). ' . 

Push out — God with youi We should heln dur nekh* 

bowm;' .jti 


The like misfortune may betide us ail. . 
[Thuudsr and 

Buont. The &uth-ydnd’8 up*l Bee how ^ 

, I Qem <^ etwr agamst h<^h smm .v? >• \ 

» Ihenidy, !F&0 mn U hm6 1 ^*Wh^** Mjt mm of 
SwitMiikd, "tko the FekCt the 
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Bach, {ela^g hm hy the Imeeey 

God so help you, as now you pity me ! 

WsB3!7X. ffis life's at stake. Haye pity ou Mm, man! 

Kvont. He is a £sther : has a wMe aad children. 

[B^pee^ jmU of thunde9\ 
Buodi. What! and have I not» then, a life to lose, 

A wife and child at home as well as he ? 

See, how the breakers hexn^ aad toss, imd whirl, 

And the lake eddies tsqp irom Ml its depths! 

Bight gladly would I save the worthy man, 

But 'tie ioijMssihle, as you must see^ 

Baum. {sHU knedmg). 

Then must I fall into the tyiunt's hands. 

And with the port of safety close in sight! 

Yonder it lies! My e^ can measure it^ 

My very voice can echo to its slums. 

There is the boat to carry me across, 

Yet must 1 lie here heli[d68s and fotiom. 

Kuoni. Look! who oomes here? 

Buodi. ^ "Tis TMl, brave Tell, of Biirglen*. 

[iSmstTBLL wUh a erosebow, 
Telu. Who is the man that hm imploros aid ? 

Kuoni. He is fiom Alaelien, sx4 to guard Ms honour 

From touch of foulest Ghanm, has sladn the Wol&hot, 
The Imperial Seneschal, who dwelt at Bossberg. 

The Viceroy's troopers are t^n his heels ; 

He begs the boatman here to take him over. 

But he, in tenor of the storm, rsluses. 

Buoni. Well, them is Tell can steer as well as I, 

He'll be my judge, if it he jpossible. 

[V4aimi$§0e^i^ ^mder-^iheie^beoeme$f^^ rsmpmtaetfs. 
Ato I to Mimga into ^ jaws hell f 

1 should ne mm to dare the despmsto aet. 

Tntx. XhehcMtoaa^hudtoupen^M 

But trust in God, and help him in Ms weed ! 

wife fMi h hs lekemenee^ihai the kwi of Ike 
coimtEy fMaketiim w ismeM M M hsmM wkilo k 

imoa,ihe roicdi to todr bctoj! Uoim wnw.* 
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Ruodi. Safe m tihe pert, 'tia easf adviae. 

Thei« b the bo^, axid tbexe iJie Mw X^jrc^n! 
Tell. The lake may pity, hut the Vioezioy liiS xwi. 

Come, tiy it, man ! 

Shepbebd tmd Huntshax. 

0 aare him ! save him 1 save him ! 
Euoni. Though ’twere my brother, or my dariii^ ^uld« 

1 would not go. It is St. Simon's day, 

The lake is up, and calling for its TkUm. 

Tell. Nought s to be done with idle talking 1mm. 

Time presses on— the man must he aastated. 

Say, boatman; will you venture ? 

Kuodi. No; not I. 

Tell. In God’s name, then, give me the boat! I will, 

With my poor strength, see what is tb he done ! 
Kuoni. Ha, noble Telli 

Webni. Thai's like a gaHani hnntsmaa ! 

Baxjh. You are my angel, my preserver, 'tell. 

Tell. I may preserve you from the Yieezoy-a pOMr, 

But i^m the tempest’s rage another must. 

Yet you had better £sdl into God’s hands. 

Than into those of men. \To the herdsman. 

Herdsman, do thou 

Console my wife, should aught of ill be&U me. 

1 do but what I may not leave undone. 

[He leaps iruto the boat, 

Kuoni (to the Gherman). 

A pretty man to be a boatman, truly ! 

What Tell could risk, you dar^ ik^ Teautona on« 
Kuoni. Far better men tlm I wcmld not ape Tell. 

There does not live hb &llow ^mei^ the mocn ia ins . 
Webni {who has aacendei a roek). 

He pushes oSl God help thee imw, bnme sailor! 
X<CM)k how hb bark b reeling cm the waTtsl 
Kuom (on ike skorsV 

Ihe surge has swept dean over it And now 
Tb out of right Yet stay, there 'tbagatn l 
• Stoutly he stenm tim breakers, noUie Udem i 
Seppi. Here oome the troopers hard is thc^ can ridel 
Kuoni. Heavens 1 se they do ! Why, thai jsae hidb» b^eod. 

££fibr « treigp 
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IsT H. Gire up the murderer ! You bare him hei:« I 
H. This my he came ! ’Tie useless to eoocOsI him I 
Buodi and Kuokz. 

Whom do you mean ? 

Fibst Hobssmab {diicoveringf the boat). 

The devil ! What do 1 see ? 

Webni ^rom above). 

Is’t him in yonder boat ye seek ? Bide on» 

If you lay to, you may overtake him yet. 

Snd H. Curse on you, he*s escaped ! 

Fibst Hobseman (to the shepherd and fisherman). 

You helped him off. 

And you shall pay for it. Fall on their herds ! 
Down with the cottage ! bum it ! beat it down ! 

^ [They rush off.. 

Seppi (flurrying after them). Oh my poor lambs! 

Kuont {following him). Unhappy me, my herds ! 

Webni. The tyrants ! 

Buopi {wringing his hands). 

lUghteous Heaven I Oh, when will come 
DeUverance to this devoted land [Exeunt severally. 


Scene II. 

A lime tree in front of Staufpacheb'b house at Steinen, in 
SchtoytZf upon the puliie road^ near a bridge. 

Webneb Sxautfacueb and Pfezffeb, of Lucerne, enter 
into conversation. 

Pfeiff. Ay, ay, friend StaulBsicher, as I have said, 

Swear not to Attstria, if you can help it. 

Hold by the Empire stoutly as of yore, 

And G^ preserve you in your ancient freedom ! 

[Presses his hand warmly and is going. 
^Stauff. Wflut till my mistress comes. Now do 1 You are 
My guest in ]^hwytz — 1 in Lucerne am yours. 
Pfeiff. Thanks ! thanksi But i must reach Gersau to-day. 
Whatever grievances your rulers’ pride 
And grasping avarice may yet in wt, ^ 

Bear them in ^tmoe^-HSooB a change omy come* 
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Axiotibor emperor may momit the throne. 

But Austria’s onoa, and you are here for em. [Emt. 
V [Stauffagheb sits (ihwn somwft^ upon a hmeh 
wider the lime tree. Gertrude, hie trife^ enters, 
and finds him m this posture ^ . She pdaises herself 
near him, and looks at him for some time in 
silence. 

Gebt. So sad, my love ! I scarcely know thee now. 

For many a day in silence I have mark’d 
A moody sorrow furrowing thy brow. 

Some silent grief is weighing on thy heart. 

Trust it to me. I am thy mthful vnde. 

And 1 demand my half of all thy cares. 

[Stauffacheb gives her his hand and is silenU 
Tell me what can oppress thy spirit^^thus? 

Thy toil is blest — the world goes well with thee— - 
Our bams are full — our cattle, many a score ; 

Our handsome team of sleek and well-fed steeds 
Brought from the mountain pastures safely home. 

To winter in their comfortable stalls. 

There stands thy house — ^no nobleman’s more fair ! 
’Tis newly built with timber of the best, 

All grooved and fitted with the nicest skill ; 

Its many glistening windows tell of comfort ! 

’Tis quarter’d o’er with scutcheons of all hues, 

And proverbs sage, which passing travellers 
Linger to read, and ponder o’er their meaning. 
Statjff. The house is strongly built, and handsomely, 

But, ah ! the ground on which we built it totters. 
Gebt. Tell me, dear Werner, what you mean by that? 
Stauff. No later since than y^terday, 1 sat 

Beneath this linden, thinking with delict, 

How fairly all was finished, when from Eussnaoht, 
The Viceroy and his men came riding 
Before this house he halted in suxpiise : 

At once 1 rose, and, as beseemed ms rank. 

Advanced respectfully to greet the lord. 

To whom the Emperor delegates his power. 

As judge supreme within our Canton here. 

“ Who is the owner of this house?” he asked, 

With mischief in his thoughts, for well he knew. 
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With prompt decision, thus I ansiireTed him : 

The Emperor, your grace— my and yours, 

And held by me in On this he answered, 

** I am the Emperor’s vicexegent here, 

And will not that each peasant churl should build 
At his own pleasure, bearing him as freely 
As though he were the master in the land. 

1 shall make bold to put a stop to this t " 

So saying, he, with menaces, rode off, 

And left me musing with a beary heart, 

On the fell purpose that his words betray’d. 

GsaT. Mine own dear lord and husband ! Wilt thou take 
A word of honest counsel from thy wife ? 

1 boast to be the noble Iberg’s child, 

A man of wide experience. Many a time, 

As we sat spinning in the winter nights, 

My sisters and myself, the people’s chiefs 
Were wont to gather round our father’s hearth, 

To read the old imperial charters, and 
To hold sage converse on the countiy's weal. 

Then heedfully I list^ed, marking well 

What or the wise man thought, or good man wished ; 

And garner'd up their wisdom in my heart. 

Hear then, and mark me well ; for ihou wilt see, 

I long have known the grief that weighs thee down. 
The Viceroy hates thee, would injure thee. 

For thou h^t cross’d his wish to bend the Swiss 
In homage to this upstart house of princes. 

And kept them staunch, like their good sires of old. 
In true allegiance to the Empire. Say, 

Js’t not so, Werner? Tdl me, am 1 wrong? 

Stauff. ’Tis even so. this doth Geeeler haae me. 

Gkbt. He hums with envy, too, to see thee living 
Happy and itee on thine inhmitanoe, 

For he has none. From the Emperor himself 
Than hold’st in fief the lands thy fathers left thee. 
There’s not a prmce i^the Empire that can show 
A better title to his heritage ; 

For thou bast over thee no lord but one, 

And he the mightiest of all Christian kbagiu 
Gessier, we knew, is but a younger son. 
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His only wealth the knightlj ch»k lie weass ; 

He therefore views an honest maxi's good fortune 
With a mal^ant and a jttdoi«9 eje. 

Long has he sworn to compass thy deatniotion* 

As yet thou art uninjured. Wilt thou wai^ 

Till he may safely give his malice seope ? 

A wise man would antidpate the blow. 

Stauff. What's to be done ? 

Gebt. Now hear what Z advise. 

Thou knowest well, how here with tts in Sdiwytz 
All worthy men are groaning underneath 
This Gessler’s grasping, grinding tyranny. 

Doubt not the men of Unterwald as well. 

And Uri, too, are chafing like ourselves. 

At this oppressive and heart-wearying yoke. 

For there, across the lake, the Landenbevg 
Wields the same iron rule aa Gessler here-«- 
No fishing-boat comes over to our side. 

But brings the tidings of some new enoroacbment, 
Some outrage fresh, more grievous thau the last. 

S hen it were well, that some of your-^ue men — 

[en sound at heart, should secretly devise, 

How best to shake this hateful thr^om off. 

Well do 1 know, that God would not desert you. 

But lend his favour to the righteous cause* 

Hast thou no friend in Uri, say, to whom 
Thou frankly may'st unbosom all thy thouf^ts ? 
Stauff. 1 know full many a gallant fellow there. 

And nobles, too, — great men, of high repute, 

In whom 1 can repose unbounded trust. [Rising. 
Wife J What a storm wild and perilous thoughts 
Hast thou sdrr'd up within my tranquil breast? 

The darkest musings of my b^m thou . 

Hast dragg'd to light, mid placed them Ml before me; 
And what 1 scarce dared harbour e'en in thought, 
Thou speakest ^ainly out, with fearless tongue. 

But hast thou w^b'd well what thou uigest thus? 
Discord will come, and the fierce chug M anus, 

To scare this valley's long unbroken peaoe, 

If we, a feeble shepherd race, shall dm 
Him to the that kids it o'er the wmUL 
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Ev*n now they only wait somo fair pretext 
For setting loose their savage warrior hordes, 

To scourge and ravage this devoted land, 

To lord it o*er us wim the victor*s rights, 

And, ’neath the show of lawful chastisement, 

Despoil us of our chartered liberties. 

Geht. You, too, are men ; can wield a battle axe 

As well as they. God ne’er deserts the brave. 
Stauff. Oh wife ! a horrid, ruthless fiend is war, 

That strikes at once the shepherd and his flock. 
Geet Whate’er ^reat Heaven inflicts, we must endure ; 

No heart of noble temper brooks injustice. 

Stauff. This house — ^thy pride — war, unrelenting war, 

Will bum it down. 

Geet. And did I think this heart 

Enslaved and fettered to the things of earth, 

With my own hand I’d hurt the kindling torch. 
Stauff. Thou hast faith in human kindness, wife ; but war 
Spares not the tender in&nt in its cradle. 

Geet. There is a friend to innocence in heaven ! 

Look forward, Werner — not behind you, now ! 
Stauff. We men may perish bravely, sword in hand ; 

But oh, what fate, my Gertrude, may be thine ? 
Geet. None are so weak, but one last choice is left. 

A spring from yonder bridge, and I am free ! 

Stauff. (embracing her). 

Well may he fight for hearth and home, that clasps 
A heart so rare as thine against his own ! 

What are the hosts of Emperors to him ? 

Gertrude, farewell I I will to Uii straight. 

There lives my worthy comrade, Walter Fiirst; 

His thoughts and mine upon these times are one. 
There, too, resides the noble Banneret 
Of Attinghaus. High though of blood he be, 

He loves the people, honours their old customs. 

With both of these 1 will take counsel, how 
To rid us bravely of our countiy’s foe. 

Farewell I and while I am away, bear thou 
A watchful eye in management at home. . 

The pilgrim, journeying to the house of God, 

And pious monk, collecting for his cloister, 
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To these give liberally from purse a|id 
Stau&cher's bouse would not be Hid. ^gbt out 
Upon the public way it stands, and ofibrs , 

To all that pass an hospitable roof. 

[While they are retiring^ Tell entern mth BaumcmlBTee 
Tell. Now, then, you have no further need of me. 

Enter yon house. *Tis Werner Staufl&iciier’s, 

A man that is a father to distress. 

See, there he is, himself! Come, follow me. 

[They retire up. Scene changes. 

SCEKE III. * 

A common near Altdorf. On an eminence in the hack-ground 
a Castle in progress of erection^ and so far advanced that the 
outline of ^e whole may be distinguished. The hack pa/rt 
is finished ; men are working at the front. Scaffolding, on 
which the workmen are going up and down. A slater is seen 
upon the highest part of the roof. All is hmtle and activity. 

Tasemasteb, Mason, Wobkhek and Laboubebs. 

Task, {with a stick, urging on the workmen). 

Up, up ! You’ve rested long enough. To work I 
The stones here ! Now the mortar, and the lime ! 
And let his lordship see the work advanced, 

When next he comes. These fellows crawl like 
snails ! 

[To two labourers, with loads. 
What f call ye that a load ? Go, double it. 

Is this the way ye earn your wages, laggards ? 

1st W. Tis very hard that we must bear the stones, 

To make a keep and dungeon for ourselves ! 

Task. What's that you mutter? Tis a worthless race. 

And fit for nothing but to milk their cows. 

And saunter idly up and down the mountains. 

Old Man {sinks down exhausted). 

I can no more. 

Task, {shaking him). 

Up, up, old man, to work ! 

1st W. Have you no bowels of compassion, thus 
To press so Wd upon a poor old man, 

That scarce can dr^ his feeble limbs along ? 
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Masteb Masok mid WoimcxN. 

Sliaane, sbame txjpon joa^-^bflme t It eiie» to heaven ! 
Task. Mind your own business. 1 hut do mj duty. 

1st W. Pray, master, what's to he the name of this 
Sai]M castle, when ’tis built? 

Task. The Keep of Uri ; 

For by it we shall keep you in subjection. 

Work. The Keep of Uri ? 

Task. Well, why laugh at that? 

Snd W. So youll keep Uri with this paltry place ! ^ 

IST W. How mai^ molehills such as that must first 
Be piled above each other, ere you make 
A mountain equal to the least in Uri ? 

[Taskmaster retires up the stage. 
Mas. M. Ill drown the mallet in the deepest lake, 

That served my hand on this accursed pile. 

[Enter Tell and Stauffaoher. 
Stauff. 0, that I had not lived to see this sight ! 

Tell. Here ’tis not good to be. Let us proceed. 

Stauff. Am I in Uri, in the land of freedom ? 

Mas.M. O, sir, if you could only see tlie vaults 

Beneath these towers. The man that tenants them 
• Will never hear the cock crow more. 

Stauff. O God ! 

Mason. Look at these ramparts and these buttresses, 

That seem as they were built to last for ever. 

Tell. Hands can destroy whatever hands have rear’d. 

IPointing to the mountains. 
That house of freedom God hath built for us. 

[A drum is heard. People enter hearing a cap 
upon a pole, followed hy a crier. Women and 
children thronging tumultuously after them. 

1st W. What means tbe drum? Give heed! 

Mason. Why, here’s a mumming! 

And look, the cap — ^what can they mean by that? 
Crier, In the Emperor’s name, give ear ! 

Work. Hush] silence! hush] 

Crier, Ye men of Uri, ye do see this cap ! 

It will be set upon a lofty pole 

In Altdorf, in the market place and this 

Is the Lord Govemor s good will and pleasure, 
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!Qie mp sball bave lil^ hoBoitr bm bioEUi^ 

Aod all shall reverence it vnth bwied haee, 

And head uncovered; thus the king will know 
Who Hire his trde and loy:^ sttl^ectB here; 

His life and goods are foiieit to the crown, 

That shall refuse obedience to the order. 

[The p^opU burst out into laughter. The drum 
beats^ and the procession passes on, 

1st W. a strange device to fall iq>on, indeed ! 

Do reverence to a cap! A pretty fSarcei 
Heard ever mortal anythii^ like this ? 

Mas.M. Down to a cap on bended Imee, forsooth ! 

Eare jesting this with men of sober sense! 

1st W. Nay, were it but the imperial crown, indeed ! 

But ’tis the cap of Austria ! 1 Ve se^ it 
Hanging above the thrcme in Gessler's hall. 

Masok. The cap of Austria? Mark that ! A snare 
To get us into Austria’s power, by Heaven ! 

Work. No freeborn miui will stoop to such disgrace. 

Mas. M. Come — ^to our comrades, and advise with them ! 

[The^ retire up. 

Tell (to Stauffacheb). 

You see how matters stand. Farewell, my friend ! 
Stauff. Whither away? Oh, leave us not so soon. 

Tell. They look for me at home. So fare ye well. 

Stauff. My heart’s so full, and has so much to tell you. 

Tell. Words will not make a heart that's heavy light. 
Stauff. Yet words may possibly conduct to deeds. 

Tell. All we can do is to endure in silence. 

Stauff. But shall we bear what is not to be borne? 

Tell. Impetuous rulers have the shortest reigns. 

When the fierce Southwind rises from his chasms, 
Men cover up their fires, the ships in haste 
Make for the harbour, and the mighty spirit 
Sweeps o’er the earth, and leaves no trace behind. 
Let every man live quietly at home ; 

Peace to the peaceful rarely is denied. 

Stauff. And is it thus you view our grievances ? 

Tell. The serpent stings not, till it is provoked. 

Let them alone ; they’ll weary of themselves^ 
Whene’er they see we are not to bo roused. 
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Stauff. Much might be done-^d we stand fast together. 
Tell. When the ship founders, he will best eseape, 

Who seeks no other's safety but bis own. 

STAUfF. And you desert .the common cause so coldly? 

Tell. A man can safely count but on himself ! 

Stauff. Nay, even the weak grow strong by union. 

Tell. But the strong man is strongest when alone. 

Stauff. Your countxy, then, cannot rely on you, 

If in despair she rise against her foes. 

Tell. Tell rescues the lost sheep from yawning gul]^ . 

Is he a man, then, to desert his fnends ? 

Yet, whatsoe'er you do, spare. Cae from council ! 

1 was not born to ponder and select ; 

But when your course of action is resolved. 

Then call on Tell ; you shall not hnd him fail. 

[Exeunt severally. A sudden tumult is heard 
around the scaffolding. 

Mason (running in). What’s wrong ? 

Fibst Workman (running forward). 

The slater's fallen from the roof. 

Behtha (rushing in). 

Is. he dashed to pieces? Run — save him, help ! 

If help be possible, save him ! Here is gold. 

\^rom her trinkets among the peojfle. 
Mason. Hence witla your gold, — your universal charm, 

And remedy for ill ! When you have tom 
Fathers from children, husbandt: from their wives. 
And scattered woe and wail throughout the land, 

Y’ou think with gold to compensate for all. 

Hence ! Till we saw you, we were happy men ; 

With you came miseiy and dark despair. 

Bertha (to the Taskmaster, who has returned). 

^ Lives he ? 

[Taskmaster shakes his head. 
Ilbfated towers, with curses built, 

And doomed with curses to be tenanted ! [Emt, 
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Scene IV. 

The Home of Walter Furst. Walter Fvi^ and Arnold 
Von Melohxhal mter iimultaneomly at deferent eiden 

Meloh. Good Walter Fiirat. 

Furst. If we should be surprised !. 

Stay where you are. We are beset with spies* 
Meloh. Have you no news for me from Unterwald? 

Wliat of my father? *Tis not to be borne. 

Thus to be pent up like a felon here ! 

What have I done of such a heinous stamp. 

To skulk and hide me like a murderer? 

I only laid my staff across the fingers 
Of the pert varlet, when before my eyes, 

By order of the governor, he* tried 
To drive away my handsome team of oxen. 

Furst. You are too rash by far. He did no more 
Than what the governor had ordered him. 

You had transgress'd, and therefore should have paid 
The penalty, however hard, in silence. 

Melch. Was I to brook the fellow’s saucy words ? 

** That if the peasant must have bread to eat, 

“ Why, let him go and draw the plough himself ! *’ 

It cut me to the very soul to see 
My oxen, noble creatures, when the knave 
Unyoked them from the plough. As though they felt 
The Wrong, they lowed and butted with their horns. 
On this 1 could contain myself no longer, 

And, overcome by passion, struck him down. 

Furst* O, we old men can scarce command ourselves ! 

And can we wonder youth should break its bounds ? 
Melch. I’m only sony for my father’s sake ! 

To be away from him, that needs so much ^ 

My fostering care ! The governor detests him, 
Because he hath, whene'er occasion served. 

Stood stoutly up for right and liberty. 

Therefore they’ll bear him hard — ^the poor old man ! 
And there is none to shield him from tbeir gripe. . 
Come what come may, I must go home again. 

Furst. Compose yourself, and wait in patience till 
We get some tidings o'er from tlnterwald. 

H H 
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Away ! away ! I hear a knock ! Perhaps 
A message from the Viceroy ! Get thee in t 
Yon aie not safe from LanaeitbergerlB^ axm 
In Uri, for these tyximts ^ull togetibeEr. 

Melch. They teach us Switzers what we ot^^ to 4o. 

FunsT. Away 1 111 call you when the coast is clear. 

pl^d^sxxinxEUii retire, 

XJnhaf^y youth ! I dare not tell him all 
The evil that my boding heart predicts \ 

Who's there ? The door ne'er ^ns, but I look 
For tidings of mishap. Suspicioti lurks 
With daikling treachery in eveiy nook. 

Even to our inmost rooms they foroe their way, 

These myrmidons of power ; and soon well need 
To fasten bolts and upmi our doors. 

\He opens the door^ md steps back in surprise as 
Webner Statjffacheb enters. 

What do I see? You, Werner? Now, by Heaven ! 

A valued guest, indeed. No man e er set 
His foot across this threshold, more esteem'd. 
Welcome ! thrice welcome, Werner, to my roof ! 
What brings you here ? What seek you here in Uri? 
Stauff. {shakes Fubst by the hmid). 

The olden times and olden Switzerland. 

Fubst. You bring them with you. See how I’m rejoiced, 

My heart leaps at the very siglit of you. 

Sit down — sit down, and tell me how you left 
Your charming wife, fair Gertrude ? Iberg’s child, 
And clever as her father. Not a man, 

That wends from Germany, by Meinr^'s Gell,f 
To Italy, but praises far and wide 
Your house’s hospitality. But say, 

Have you come here direct from Flilden, 

And have you noticed nothing on your way, 

Befcre you halted at my door? 

* Besenger von Xoadeiibarg, a inan of noble funily in Xbutgan, and 
Governor <£ UntenvaLd, iafrinouB for hit cmeltieB to the Swim, and pi^ica- 
laily to the venerable Heniy of the Halden. He woe slain at ^ batde of 
Noigarteu, in ISIS. 

t A cell bunt in the Ofb cantory^ by Mriniad, Count of HoboDBoIlani, the 
founder of the Oonvwit <rf Binaieddto, rabsequenlfy aUadiBd toto the tezt. 
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Staoff. {sits down ), I WW 

A work iu firogresB, as I oams alox^ 

1 Iktlo thought to see--4hat likes me ilL 
Furst. O friend ! you've lighted on my 
Stauff. Such things in Uri ne'er were known bedSsre. 

Neyer was prison here in man^s remesahtaeace, 

Nor ever any stronghold but the grave. 

Fubst. You name it well. It is the grave of freedom. 
Stauff. Friend, Walter Fiirst, I will be plain with you. 

No idle curiosity it is. 

That brings me here, but heavy cares. I left 
Thraldom at home, and thraldom meets me here. 
Our wrongs, e’en now, are more than we can bear, 
And who shall tell us where they are to end? 

From eldest time the Switzer has been ftee. 
Accustom'd only to the mildest rule. 

Such things as now we suffer, ne*er were known, 
Since herdsman first drove cattle to the hills. 

Furst. Yes, our oppressions are unparallerd ! 

Why, even our own good lord of Attinghaas; 

Who lived in olden times, himself decides. 

They are no longer to be tamely borne. 

Stauff. In Unterwalden yonder 'tis the same ; 

And bloody has retribution been. 

The imperial Seneschal, the Wolfshot, who 
At Rossberg dwelt, long'd for forbidden fruit— 
Baumgarten’s wife, that lives at Alzellen, 

He wished to overcome in shameful sort. 

On which the husband slew him with his axe, 

Furst. 0, Heaven is just in all its judgments still! 

Baumgarten, say you ? A most worthy man. 

Has he escaped, and is he safely hid ? 

Stauff. Your son-in-law conveyed him o'er the lake, ‘ 

And he lies hidden in my house at Steinen. 

He brought the tidings with him of a thing 
That has been done at Bamen, worse than afl, 

A thing to make the v^ heart run blood! 

Furst ( aitentivefy ), 

Bay on. What is it? 

Stauff. There dwells in Mddhtihal, then, 

Just as you enter by the road from Eenm, 

H B S 
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An upright man, named Heniy of the Halden, 

A man of weight and influence in the Diet. 

Fuest. Who knows him not? But what of him? Proceed. 
Stauff. The Landenberg, to punish sotne offence, 

Committed by the old man's son, it seems, 

Had given command to take the youth’s best pair 
Of oxen from his plough ; on wMch the lad 
Struck down the messenger and took to flight. 

Furst. But the old father — ^tell me, what of him? 

Stauff. Ihe Landenberg sent for him, and required 
He should produce his son upon the spot ; 

And when we old man protested, and with truth, 
That he knew nothing of the fugitive, 

The tyrant call’d his torturers. 

Furst {springs up and tries to lead him to the other side). 

Hush, no more ! 

Stauffachsb {with increasing warmth). 

And though thy son,” he cried, **has ’scaped me 
now, 

I have thee fast, and thou shalt feel my vengeance.” 
With that they flung the old man to the earth. 

And plunged the pointed steel into his eyes. 

Furst. Merciful Heaven ! 

Meloh. {rushing oui). 

Into his eyes, his eyes? 

Stauff. {addresses himself in astonishment to Walter Furst). 

Who is this youth ? 

Melch. {grasping him convulsively). 

Into his eyes ? Speak, speak ! 

Furst. Oh, miserable hour! 

Stauff. Who is it, tell me ? 

[Stauffacher makes a sign to him. 
It is his son ! All righteous heaven ! 

Melch. And I 

Must be from thence ! What! into both his ^es ? 
Furst. Be calm, be calm ; and bear it like a man ! 

Meloh. And all f(x me^-lbr my mad wilful folly I 

Blind, did you say? Quite blind—and both bis eyes? 
Stauff. Ev’n so. The fountain of his sight’s dried up. 

He ne'er will see the blessed sunsbine more. 

Fubst. Oh, spare his anguish t 
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Melch. Never, never mow ! 

[Pmws hk hands up^ his eyes and is siimt for 
some moments: then twnmy from one to the 
otheTj speaks in a subdued tom^ broken by sobs, 

0 the ^e’s light of all the gifts of Heaven, 

The dearest beet I From light all beings live— 

Each fair created thing — ^the very plants 

Turn with a joyful transport to the light, . 

And he — ^he must drag on through all his days 
111 endless darkness! Never more for him 
The sunny meads shall glow, the flow’rets bloom ; 
Nor shall he more behold the roseate tints^ 

Of the iced mountain top! To die is nothing. 

But to have life, and not hUve sight--^h, that 
Is misery indeed! Why do you look 
So piteously at me ? I have two eyes, 

Yet to my poor blind father can give neither! 

No, not one gleam of that great sea of light, 

That with its dazzling splendour floods my gaze. 
Stauff. Ah, I must swell the measure of your grief, 

Instead of soothing it The worst, al^ ! 

Eemains to tell. They Ve stripp'd him of his all ; 
Nought have they left him, save his staff, on which, 
Blind, and in rags, he moves from door to door. 
Melch. Nought but his stetff to the old eyeless man! 

Stripp’d of his all— even of the light of day. 

The common blessing of the meanest wretch. 

Tell me no more of patience, of concealment ! 

Oh, what a base and coward thing am I, 

That on mine own security I thought 

And took no care of thine ! Thy precious head 

Left as a pledge within the tyrant’s grasp! 

Hence, craven-hearted prudence, hence ! And all 
My thoughts be vengeance, and the despot’s blood ! 
Ill seek him straight — no power shall stay me now— t 
And at his hands demand my father’s eyes. 

Ill beard him ’mid a thousand myrmidons f 
What’s life to me, if in his heart’s best blood 

1 cod the fever of this mighty anguish. [Heis goin§. 
Fubst. Stay, this is madness, Melchthal I What avails 

Your single arm against his power? He sits 
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At Samen bigli within his lordly keep, 

And, safe within its battlemented walH 
May laugh to scorn your unaYailiog rage, 

Mblch, And though he sat within the icy domes 

Of yon far Schreckhom — ay, or higher, where 
Yeird since eternity, the Jungfrau soars, 

Still to the tyrant would 1 m^e my way ; 

With twenty comrades minded like myself, 

I’d lay his ^tness level with the ear&! 

And ^ none follow me, and if you all. 

In terror for your homesteads and your herds, 

Bow in submission to the tyrant s yoke, 

111 call the herdsmen on the hills around me. 

And there beneath heaven’s free and boundless roof, 
Where men still feel os men, and hearts are true. 
Proclaim aloud this foul enormity! 

Stauff. (to Fubst). 

*Tis at its height — and are we then to wait 
Till some extremity 

MelohthaIm What extremity 

Bemains for apprehension, when men’s eyes 
Have ceased to be secure within their sockets ? 

Are we defenceless ? Wherefore did we learn 
To bend the cross-bow, — ^wield the battle-axe ? 

What living creature, but in its despair, 

Finds for itself a weapon of defence ? 

The baited stag will ium, and with the show 
Of his dread antlers hold the hounds at bay ; 

The diamois drags the huntsman down th’ abyss ; 
The veiy ox, the partner of man’s toil, 

The sharer of his roof^ that meekly h^ds 
The strength of his huge neck beneath the yoke, 
Springs up, if he’s provoked, whets his strong horn. 
And tosses his tormentor to the clouds. 

Fubst, If the three Cantons thought as we three do, 

Something mdght, then, he done, with good effect. 
Stauff. When Uri calls, when Unterwald relies, 

Sdiwytz will be mindful of her ancient league 

* TIm Lsagaa, or Bon^ of die Tkree dantone wse of vny aadent ori^. 
!niey met and renewed itfrom time to time, eepeciallj wbra their libems 
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Mslch. IVe mmj feienda in Unterwald, and none 

That womd not gladfy venture life and Kxuh* 

If fairly back'd "and aided by the rest. 

Oh, sage and reverend fathers of this land, 

Here do I stand before your riper years, 

An unskiird youth, whose voice must in Diet 
Still be subdued into respectful silence. ^ 

Do not, because that I am young, and want 
Experience, slight my counsel and my words. 

Tis not the wantonness of youthhil blood 

were threatened with danger. A remarkable instance of this ocennedt n 
the end of the 13th century, when Albert, of Austria, became Emperor, and 
when, possibly, for the first time, the Bopd was reduced to writing. As it^ 
is important to the understanding of many passages of the ^y, a transla- 
tion is subjoined of the oldest known document r<£iting to it. The original, 
which is in Latin and GFennan, is dated in August, 1291, and is under the 
seals of the whole of the men of Schwyts, the commonalty of the vale of 
Uri and the whole of the men of the upper and lower vales of Stans. 

THE BOm 

Be it known to every one, that the men of the Bale of Hri, the Com- 
munity of Schwytz, as also the men of the mom^tains cf Unterwald, in 
consideration of the evil times, have full confidently bound themselves, and 
sworn to help each other with all thmr power and might, property and 
people, against all who shall do violence to them, or any of than. That is 
our Ancient Bond. 

Whoever hath a Seignior^ let him oh^ aocoxding to the cendStions of his 
service. 

We are agreed, to receive into these dales no Judge, who is not a conntiy- 
maii and indweller, or who hath bought his place. 

Every controversy amongst the swom cimfedeiatos rimll be determined by 
some of the sagest of their ninsber, and if any one shall diallenge thdr 
judgment, then shall he be constrained to obey it by the rest 

Whoever intentionally or deceitiully kills another, riiaU be executed, 
and whoever dielters him shall be banished. 

Whoever bunts the property of another shell no longer be regarded as a 
countryman, and whoever shehers him shall make good the damage done. 

Whoever injures another, or robs him, and hath proper^ in our country, 
shall make sattofoction out of the same. 

No one shall distrain a debtor without a judge, nor any one ^who is not 
Ha debtor, er the surety for such debtor. 

Every one in these dales shall submit to the judge, or we, the sworn 
confederates, all will take aatisiaction for aU the Htjnry ooessaoned by his 
contumaiy. And if in any internal division the one par^ will not accept 
juri^ce, an the rest abaE help the etW party. Th^ dscrees shkl]| (M 
wilEng^ endure etoznally fiv our general advantage. 
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That fires my ^rit ; but a pang bo deep 
That e'en the iiinty rocks must pity me. 

You, too, are fathers, heads of families, 

And you must wish to have a virtuous son. 

To reverence your grey hairs, and shield your eyes 
With pious and affectionate regard. 

Do not, 1 pray, because in limb and fortune 
' You still are unassail'd, and still your eyes 
Bevolve undimm'd and sparkling in their spheres ; 
Oh, do not, therefore, disregard our wrongs ! 

Above you, too, doth hang me tyrant’s sword. 

* You, too, have stiiven to alienate the land 
^ From Austria. This was all my father’s crime : 

. You share his guilt, and may his punishment. 
Stau^'facheb {to Furbt). 

Do thou resolve 1 I am prepared to follow. 

Fubst. First let us learn, what steps the noble lords 
Yon Sillinen and Attinghaus propose. 

' Their names would rally thousand in the cause. 

Meiuh. Is thei% a name within the Forest Mountains 

That carries more respect than thine — ^and thine ? 
To namea like these the people cling for help 
IJ/'ith confidence — such names are household words. 
Kich was your' heritage of manly virtue. 

And richly have you added to its stores. 

What need of nobles ? Let us do the work 
Ourselves. Although we stood alone, methinks, 

^ We should be able to maintain our rights. 

Staufe. The nobles' wrongs are not so great as ours. 

; ^^The ton'ent, that lays waste the lower grounds, 
not ascended to the uplands yet. 

But let them see the countiy once in arms, s 
They’ll not refuse to lend a helping hand. 

Fubst. Were there an umpire ’twixt ourselves and Austria, 
Justice and law might then decide our quarrel. 

But our oppressor is our emperor too, 

And judge supreme. ’Tis God must help us, then. 
And our own arm ! Be yours the task to rouse 
ThB men of Schwytz ; I’ll rally friends in Uri. 

But whom are we to send to Unterwald ? 

HisLCH. Thither send me. Whom should It more coAcem? 



m 


9C. XV.] WniHELlC TELL. 

Fubst. KOf Melclithal, no ; thou art mj guesti mi 1 
Must aus^ver for thy safety^ 

Melchthal. Let me go* 

I know each forest track and mountain pass ; . 
Friends too I'll find, be sure, on eveiy hand. 

To give me willing shelter from the foe. 

Stauff. Kay, let.him go ; no traitors harbour there; 

For tyranny is so abhorred in Unterwald, 

Ko minions can be found to work her will. 

In the low valleys, too, the Alzeller 
Will gain confederates, and rouse the country. 
Melch. But how shall we communicate, and not 
Awaken the suspicion of^the tyrants ? . 

Stauff. Might we not meet at Brunnen or at Treib, 

Hard by the spot where merchant vessels land ? 
Fubst. We must not go so openly to work. 

Hear my opinion. On the lake’s left bank, 

As we sail hence to -Brunnen, riglbt against 
The Mytenstein, deep-hidden in the wood 
A meadow lies, by shepherds called ^e Roodi, 
Because the wood has been uprooted there. 

Tis where our Canton bound Vies werge on yours 

[To Molchtiial. 

Your boat will carry you across from Schwytz. 

[To SXAUFFACldiB. 

Thither by lonely bypaths let us wend 
At midnight, and deliberate o’er our plans. ^ 

Let each bring with him there 4:en trusty mem. 

All one at heart with us ; and then we may 
Consult together for the general weal, 

And, with God’s guidance, fix our onward course. 
Stauff^ So let it be. And now your true right hand ! 

Yours, too, young man t and as we now throe men 
Among ourselves thus knit our hands together 
In all sineerity and truth, e’en so 
- Shall we three Cantons, too, together stand 
In victoiy and defeat, in life and death. 

Fubst and Melchthal. ^ 

^ In life and death. 

[Th^ hold their hmd$ clasped to 00 ^ for tome 
moments in silence. 
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MELCHtBAii. Alas, my oM blind fiftllHr ! 

Thou oanst no more h^old the day freedom ; 
But thou shalt hear it. When from Alp to Alp 
The beacon fires throw up their fiamiii^ signs, 
And the proud castles of the tyrants frH, 

Into thy eottage shall the Switzer burst, 

Bear the glad tidings to thine ear, and o’er 
Thy darken’d way shall Freedom’s radiance pour. 


ACT 11. 

Scene I. 

The Mansion of the Baeon of ArriNonAUSEN. A Gothic 
HMy decorated mth escutcheons and helmets* The Babon, 
a grey-headed man^ eighty five years old, tall and of a com- 
manding mien, clad in a furred pelisse, and leaning on a 
staff tipped with chamois horn, Kxjoni ajid six hinds stand- 
ing round him with rakes and scythes, Uleich of Budenz 
enters in the costume cf a EnigM, 

Bud. . . Uncle, I’m here 1 Your will? 

Athnohausen. First let me share, 

After the ancient custom of our house, 

The moming cup, with these my faithful servants ! 

• [He drinks from a cup which is then passed round. 

Time was, 1 stood myself in field and wood, 

With mine own eyes directing all their toil, 

Even as my banner led them in the fi^t, 

Now 1 am only fit to play the steward ; 

And, if the genud sun come not to me, 

1 can no longer seek it on the mountains. 

Thus slowly, in an ever narrowing sphere, 

1 more on to the narrowest and the last, ^ ^ 

Where all Ufa’s pulses cease. I now am but 
The ^dow of my former self, and that 
Is fading &$t — ’twill soon be but a name. 

Euoni {offering Bddenz cup), 

A pledge, young master ! 

[BtJDENZ hedtates to take the cup* 
Sir, drink it off! 

One cup, one heart i You know our proyerb, Sir ? 
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ArnKG. Oo, chUdren, imd st eTe, when mrk is done, 

Well meet and'talk the coimtiy’s bisaineBs over. 

[Escemt Servants. 

Belted and jdumed, and all thy brarery m ! 

Thou art for Altdorf— for the castle, boy ? 

Eud. . . Yes, unde. Longer may I not delay — 
Attikqhausen {sitting down). 

Why in such haste ? Say, are thy puihful hours 
Doled in such niggard measure, that thou must 
Be chary of them to thy aged uncle ? 

Bud. • . 1 see, my presence is not needed here, 

1 am but as a stranger in this house. 

Attinghausen (gazes fixedly at him for a consider alle time). 
Alas, thou art indeed ! Alas, that home 
To thee has groTO so strange ! Oh, Uly ! Uly ! 

I scarce do know thee now, thus deck’d in silks, 

The peacock’s feather * flaunting in thy cap, 

And purple mantle round thy shoulders flung ; 

Thou look’st upon the peasant with disdain, 

And takest wi& a blush his honest greeting. 

Bud. . . All honour due to him I gladly pay, 

But must deny the right he would usurp. 

Attikg. The sore displeasure of tlie king is resting 
Upon the land, and e^eiy true man’s heart 
Is full of sadness for the grievous wrongs 
We suffer from our tyrants. Thou alone 
Art all unmoved amid the general grief. 

Abandoning thy friends, thou tak’st thy stand 
Beside thy country’s foes, and, as im scorn 
Of our distress, pursuest giddy joys, 

Courting the smiles of princes, the while 
Thy country bleeds beneath their cruel scourge. 

Bun. . . The land is sore oppress’d, I know it, unde. 

But why? Who plunged it into this distress? 

• A wmd, one little easy word, might buy 

Instant deliverance from such dire oppr^ion, 

And win the good win of the Emperor. 

* The AnAtriaai knights were in the habit of wearing a phase of peoeoeiks* 
feathers m their keln^ After the overthrow of the Aostriaii domudan 
* In Switaeriand, it was raade highfy penal to wear the peaeode’s leather at 
soy pahlio assimhlj tbene. 
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Woe unto those, who seal the jpeople's eyes. 

And make them adverse to their country's good— • 
The men, who, for their own vile selfish etids. 

Are seeking to prevent the Forest States 
From swearing fealty to Austria’s House, 

As all the countries round about have done. 

It fits their humour well, to take their seats 
Amid the nobles on the Herrenbank^ ; 

Theyll have the Caesar for their lord, forsooth, — 
That is to say, theyll have no lord at all. 

Atting. Must I hear this, and from thy lips, rash boy ! 
liuD. . . You urged me to this answer. Hear me out 
What, uncle, is the character you’ve stoop’d 
To fill contentedly through life ? Have you 
No higher pride, than in these lonely wilds 
To bo the Landamman or Banneret f. 

The petty chieftain of a shepherd race ? 

How ! Were it not a far more glorious choice. 

To bend in homage to oui* royal lord, 

And swell the princely splendours of his court, 

Than sit at home, the peer of your own vassals, 

And share the judgment-seat with vulgar clowns ? 
Atting. Ah, Uly, Uly; all too well I see, 

The tempter’s voice has caught thy willing ear, 

And pour’d its subtle poison in thy heart. 

Run. . . Yes, 1 conceal it not. It doth offend ^ 

My inmost soul, to hear tlie stranger’s gibes. 

That taunt us with the name of “ Peasant Nobles !” 
Think you the heart that’s stirring here can brook. 
While all the young nobility around 
Are reaping honour under Habsburg’s banner, 

That I should loiter, in inglorious ease, 

Here on the heritage my fathers left, 

And, in the dull routine of vulgar toil. 

Lose all life’s glorious spring? In other lands 
Deeds are achieved. A world of fair renown 
Beyond these mountains stirs in martial pomp. 

• The beoeh reserved for the nobility. 

i* The LandammaD was an officer chosen by the Swiss Qemeinde, or Pie^ 
to preside over them. The Bonneret was an officer entrusted with the 
keying of the State Banner, and ench others as were taken in battle. 
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Mj helm and shield are rusting in the hall^; 

The martial trumpet's spirit-stirring blast. 

The herald's call, inviting to the lists, 

Bouse not the echoes of diese vales, where nought, 
Save cowherd's horn and cattle bell, is heard, 

In one unvarying dull monotony. 

Atting. Deluded boy, seduced by empty show I 

Despise the land that ^ve thee birth ! Adiomed 
Of the good ancient customs of thy sires 1 
The day will come, when thou, with burning tears, 
Wilt long for home, and for thy native hills, 

And that dear melody of tuneful herds, 

Which now, in proud disgust, thou dost despise ! 

A day when thou wilt drink its tones in sadness. 
Hearing their music in a foreign land. 

Oh ! potent is the spell that binds to home ! 

No, no, the cold, false world is not for thee. 

At the proud court, with thy true heart, thou wilt 
For ever feel a stranger among strangers. 

The world asks virtues of fiEur other stamp 
Than thou hast learned within these simple vales. 
But go — ^go thither, — ^barter thy free soul. 

Take land in def, become a prince's vassal, 

Where Ihou might’st be lord paramount, and prince 
Of all thine own unburden'd heritage ! 

O, Uly, Uly, stay among thy people ! 

Go not to Altdon. Oh, abandon not 
The sacred cause of thy wrong'd native land ! 

1 am the last of all my race. My name 

Ends with me. Yonder hang my helm and shield; 

They will be buried with me in the grave *. 

And must 1 think, when yielding up my breath, 

That thou but wait'st the closing of mine eyes. 

To stoop thy knee to this new feudal court, 

And take in vassalage from Austria's hands 
The noble lands, which I from God received, 

Free and unfetter’d as the mountain air ! 

Bud. . . Tis vain for us to strive against the king. 

The world pertains to him : — shall we alone, 

* Aocordiiiff to iho by which, when the lait jnale desoenilaiit of a 

noble ftsuly £ied^ hie ewoid| helmet, and ^eld, were buried with him. 
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In mad presumptocms obgtanaey, tsbme 
To break that mighty chain of lands, adiich he 
Hath drawn around us with his giaint gxasp. 

His are the markets, his the courts , — snA toe 
The highways ; nay, the veiy oanier's horse. 

That traffics on the Gotthardt, pays him toll. 

By his dominions, as within a net. 

We are enclosed, and girded round about. 

— ^And will the Empire shield os ? Say, can it 
Protect itself 'gainst Austria's growing power ? 

To God, and not to empercurs must we look! 

What store can on their promises be placed, 

When they, to meet their own neoessitieB, 

Can pawn, and even alienate the towns 
That flee itor shelter ’neath the Eagle's wings * ? 

No, uncle ! It is wise and wholesome prudence, 

In times like these, when feu^tion's all abroad, 

To own attachment to some mighty chief. 

The imperial c^o^vn’8 transferred from line to line f, 
It has no memoiy for faithful service : 

But to secure the favour of these great 
Hereditaiy masters, were to sow 
Seed for a future harvest. 

Attihohauben. Art so wise ? 

Wilt thou see clearer than thy noble sires, 

Who battled for fair freedom’s costly gem, 

With life, and fortune, and heroic arm ? 

Sail down the lake to Lucem, there inquire, 

How Austria’s rule doth weigh the Cantons down. 
Soon she will come to count our sheep, our cattle, 
To portion out the Alps, e’en to their summits, 

And in our own free woods to hinder us 
From striking down the eagle or the stag ; 

To set her tolls on every bridge and gate, 
ImpoYerish us, to swell her lust of sway, 

And diahi our dearest blood to feed her vmrs, 

* This heqnanlly occmred. But in the event of an hnpecial city being 
mortgaged for the pmpeieof xahing money, it loatita foeed^ and waa con- 
aide^ aa put out of the xeabn. 

t An idluaiaii to the ciroiunatance of the Imperial Crown not helqg 
heredhaiyi hut oonfonodhy election on one of the Coontt of the Bnqplie, 
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No, if oar blood laiist flow, lot it Ive dbbd ^ 

In our own causf ! We purchase liberty 
More cheaply far than bondage. 

Budenz. Wlptcim me^ 

A shepherd race, against great Albert’s hoste? 
Atting. Learn, fooUi^ boy, to know this shepherd race I 
1 know them, 1 have led th^ <m in 
I saw them in the battle Mt Favenz, 

Austria will taj, forsooth, to force on ns 
A yoke we are determined not to bear ! 

Oh, learn to feel from what a race thoa^ sprung ! 
Cast not, for tinsel trash and idle show, 

The precioas jewel of thy worth away. 

To be the chieftain of a free bom race. 

Bound to thee only by their unhought love. 

Beady to stand — to hght— to die with thee, 

/Be that thy pride, be that thy noblest boast ! 

Knit to thy heart the ties of kindred — Thorne — 

Cling to the land, the dear land of thy sires. 

Grapple to that with thy whole heart and soul ! 

Thy power is rooted deep and strongly here, 

But in yon stronger world thoult stand alone, 

A trembling reed beat down by every blast. 

Oh come ! ’tis long since we have seen thee, Uly ! 
Tariy but this one day. Only to-day 
Go not to Altdorf. Wilt thou ? Not to-dey ! 

For this one day, bestow thee on thy fiiends. 

[Takes his hand. 

Bun. . . I gave my word. Unhand me ! I am bound. 

Attjlkg. {drops his hand and sayss^emly) 

ifcund, didst thou say ? Oh yes, unhappy boy. 

Thou art indeed. But not by word or oath. 

’Tis by the silken mesh of love thou’rt bound. 

[Ruoenz turns avsay ^ . 

Ay, hide thee, as thou wilt Tis she, I kaowr, 
Bertha of Bruneck, draws thee to libe couit; 

Tis she that chains thee to the Emperor’s 8ervice» 
Thou think'st to win the noble knightly muid 
By iSaj apostacy. Be not deceived. 

She is held out before thee as a lure ; ^ 

But never meant for innocence like 
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Bm>. . , No more, IVe heard enough. So bre you ig^ell. 

[Esdt* 

AnTtNO. Stay, Uly ! Stay ! Bash boy, he's gone ! I can 
Nor hold him baek, nor save him bom destruction. 
And so the Wolfshot has deserted us * 

Others will follow his example soon. 

This foreign witchery, sweeping o'er our hills, 

Tears with its potent spell our youth away ! 

0 luckless hour, when men and manners strange 
Into these calm imd happy valleys came, 

To warp our primitive and guileless ways. 

The new is pressing on with might. The old. 

The good, the simpe, fieeteth i&t away. 

New times come on. A race is springing up. 

That think not as their fathers thought before ! 

What do 1 here ? All, all are in the grave 
With whom erewhile I moved, and held converse ; 
My age has long been laid beneath tlie sod : 

Happy the man, who may not live to see 
What shall be done by those that follow me ! 

Scene II. 

A meadow smrounded hy high racks and wooded ground. 
On the rocks are tracks^ with rails and ladders^ hy which the 
peasants are afterwards seen desce^iding. In thehachground 
the lake is observed, and over it a moon rainbow in the early 
part of the scene. The prospect is closed hy lofty mountains, 
with glaciers rising behind them. The stage is dark ; hut 
the lake and glaciers glisten in the moonlight. 

Melchthal, Baumoaeten, Winkelbied, Meyeb von Sab- 
SEN, Bubehabt am Buhel, Arnold von Sewa, 
Klaus von deb Flue, and four other peasants, all aimed. 

Melchthal (behind the scenes). 

The mountain pass is open. Follow me ! 

1 see the rock, and little cross upon it : 

This is the spot ; here is the Booth. 

(They enter with torches, 
Harkl 


Wtnxelbzed. 

Sewa. The coast is clear. 
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Meyeb. ' None of our oomtftd^ comet 

We are the firsts we Uuterwaldenera. 

Metxih. How far is’t the nij^t? 

Bauu. The bMoen watch 

tTpon the Selisberg has just called two. 

[A hdl is heard at a distance, 

Meyeb. Hush ! Hark ! 

Bvhel. The forest chapers matin bell 

Chimes clearly o’er the lake from Switzerland. 

Yon F. The air is clear, and bears the sound so far. 

Melch. Go, you and you, and light some broken boughs, 
Let’s bid them welcome with a cheerful blaze. 

^ [Two peasants exeunt 
Sewa. The moon shines fair to-night. Beneath its beams 
The lake reposes, bright as burnish’d steel. 

Buhel. They’ll have an easy passage. 

Wink, {pointing to the lake). Hal look there ! 

See you nothing ? 

Meyer. What is it ? Ay, indeed 1 

• A rainbow in the middle of the night. 

Melch. Formed by the bright reflection of the moon I 
Von F. a sign most strange and wonderful, indeed ! 

Many there be, who ne’er have seen the like. 

Sewa. ’Tis doubled, see, a paler one above ! 

Bauik. a boat is gliding yonder right beneath it. 

Melch. That must be Werner Stauflacher ! I knew 
The worthy patriot would not tarry long. 

[Goes with Baumoarten towards the shore. 
Meter. The Uri men are like to be the last. 

Buhel, They’re forced to take a winding circuit through 
The mountains ; for the Viceroy’s spies are out. 

[In the meanwhile the two peasants have kindled 
a fire in the centre of the stage. 

MEI 4 CH. {on the shore). 

Who’s there ? The word ? 

Stauff. {from below). Friends of the country. 

[All retire up the stage, towards the party landing 
from the boat. Enter Stauffacher, Itel Red- 
^ INO, Hans auf der Maukb, Jorg- im Hofe, 

Conrad Hunn, Ui^rich dee Schmidt, Jost von 
Weileb, and three other peasants, armed. 

I 1 
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Welcome I 

[WhiU the rest remam behind exchanging greet- 
ings, Meloht&al comes fomard wUh Stauf- 

FAOH RTt* 

Melch. Oh worthy Stauffacher, IVe look'd 

On him, who could not look on me again. 

I've laid my hands upon his rayless eyes, 

And OH their vacant orbits sworn a vow 
Of vengeance, only to be cool’d in blood. 

Stauff. Speak not of vengeance. We are here, to meet 
The threatened evil, not to avenge the past. 

Now tell me what you’ve done, and what secured, 

To aid the common cause in Unterwald, 

How stand the peasant^ disposed, and how 
Yourself escaped the wiles of treachery ? 

Melch. Through the Surenen’s fearful mountain chain. 
Where dreary ice-fields stretch on every side, 

And sound is none, save the hoarse vulture’s cry, 

1 reach’d the Alpine pasture, where the herds 
From Uri and from Engelberg resort, 

And turn their cattle forth to graze in common.. 

Still as I went along, 1 slaked my thirst 
With the coarse oozings of the lofty glacier, 

That thro’ the crevices come foaming down, 

And turned to rest me in the herdsmen’s cots^i^, 
Where I was host and guest, until I gain'd 
The cheerful homes and social haunts of men. 
Already through these distant vales had spread 
The rumour of this last atrocity ; 

And wheresoe'er I went, at every door, 

Kind words and gentle looks were there to greet me 
1 found these simple spirits all in arms 
Against our rulers' tyrannous encroachments. 

For as their Alps through each succeeding year 
Yield the same roote, — riieir streams flow ever on 
1e the same channels, — nay, the douds and winds 
The jiel&ame course unchangeably pursue, 

* l^hese an the oota, or shealings, erected by the herdsmen for shelter, 
while pasturing their herds on the mountains during the summer. These 
are left deiertra la winter, during Which period Melchthal'e joumey was 
tohen. 
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So have old customs there, from mre to 'sou, 

Been banded do$m, unchanging and unchanged ; 

Nor ^will they brook to change or tom aside 
From the fixed even tenor of their life. 

With grasp of their hard hands they welcomed me, — 
Took from the walls their rusty falchions down, — 
And from their eyes the soul of valour flash’d 
With joyful lustre^ as 1 ^oke those names. 

Sacred to every peasant in the mountains. 

Your own and Walter Fiirst’s. Whate’er your voice 
Should dictate as the right, they swore to do; 

And you they swore to follow e’en to death. 

#-So sped 1 on from house to house, secure 
In the guest’s sacred privilege ; — and when 
1 reached at last the valley of my home, 

Where dwell my kinsmen, scatter’d far and near— 
When I did find my father, stript and blind, 

Upon the stranger’s straw, ifed by the alms 
Of charity*- — 

Stauffacheb- Great Heaven ! 

Melchihal. Yet wept I not ! 

No — not in weak and unavailing tears 

Spent I the force of my fierce burning anguish ; 

Deep in my bosom, like some precious treasure, 

1 lock’d it fast, and thought on deeds alone. 

Through every winding of the hills I crept, — 

No valle5^ so remote but 1 explored it ; 

Nay, sven at the glacier’s ice-clad base, 

I sought and found the homes of living men ; 

And still, where’er my wandering footsteps turn’d, 
The selfsame hatred of these tyrants met me. 

For even there, at vegetation’s verge, 

Where the numb’d earth is barren of all fruits. 

Their grasping hands had been stretch’d forth for 
plunder. 

Into the hearts of all this honest race. 

The story of my wrongs struck deep,,^d now . 
They, to a man, are ours ; both heart and hand. 
Staupf. Great things, indeed, you’ve wrought in little time. 
Meloh. 1 did still more than^this. The fortresses^ 

II » 
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Bossberg and Samen, are the country's dread ; 

For from behind their rocky walls the foe 
Swoops, as the eagle from ^ eyrie, down, 

And, safe himself, spreads havoc o'er the land. 

With my own eyes I wish'd to weigh its strength. 

So went to Samen, and explored the castle. 

Stauff. How ! Risk thyself e'en in the tiger's den ? 

Melch. Disguised in pilgrim s weeds I entered it ; 

I saw the Viceroy feasting at his board — 

Judge if I'm master of myself or no! 

I saw the tyrant, and 1 slew him not I 
Stauff. Fortune, indeed, has smiled upon your boldness. 

[bleanwUile the others have arrived and join 
Melchthal and Stauffacher. 

Yet tell me now, I pray, who are the friends, 

The worthy men, wmo came along with you ? 

Make me acquainted with them, that we may 
Speak frankly, man to man, and heart to heart. 
Meyeb. In the three Cantons, who, sir, knows not you ? 
Meyer of Samen is my name ; and this 
Is Stnith of Wiukelried, my sister s son. 

Stauff. No unknown name. A Winkelried it was, 

Who slew the dragon in the feu at Weilor, 

And lost his life in the encounter, too. 

Wink. That, Master Stauffacher, was my grandfather. 
Melch. ( pointing to two peasants). 

These two are men belonging to the convent 
Of Engelberg, and live behind the forest. 

You'll not think ill of them, because they’re serfs, 
And sit not free upon the soil, like us. 

They love the land, and bear a good repute. 
Stauffacher (to them). 

Give me your hands. He has good cause for thanks, 
That unto no man owes his body’s service. 

But worth is worth, no matter where 'tis found. 
Hunn. That is Herr Reding, sir, our old Landamman. 
Meier. I knoj;? him well. There is a suit between us, 

About a piece of ancient heritage. ; 

Herr Reding, we are enemies in court, 

Here we are one. ^ [Shakes his hand. 
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Stauffacher* That’s well and bravely said. 

Wink. Listen ! They come. Hark to the horn of Uri ! 

[On the right and left armed men are seen descend* 
ing the rocks with torches. 

Matter. Look, is not that God’s pious servant there? 

A worthy priest ! The terrors of the night, 

And the way’s pains and perils scare not him, 

A faithful shepherd caring for his flock. 

Baum. The Sacrist follows him, and Walter Fixrst. 

But where is TqII ? 1 do not see him there. 

[Walter Furst, Eosselmann Paator, Peter- 
MANN the Sacrist, Kuoni the Shepherd^ Werni 
the Huntsman, Buont the Fisherman, and five 
other countrymen, thirty-three in all, advance 
and take their places round the fire, 

Furst. Thus must we, on the soil our fathers left us, 

Creep forth by stealth to meet like murderers. 

And in the night, that should her mantle lend 
Only to crime and black conspiracy, 

Assert our own good rights, which yet are clear 
As is the radiance of the noonday sun. 

Melch. So be it. What is woven in gloom of night 
Sliall free and boldly meet the morning light. 

Bossel, Confederates ! listen to the words which God 
Inspires my heart withal. Here we are met, 

To represent the general weal. In us 
Is all the people of the land convened. 

Then let us hold the Diet, as of old. 

And as we’re wont in peaceful times to do. 

The time's necessity be our excuse. 

If there be aught informal in this meeting. 

Still, wheresoe’er men strike for justice, &ere 
Is God, and now beneath his heav’n we stand. 

Stauff. Tis well advised. — ^Let us, then, hold the Diet, 
According to our ancient usages. — 

I’bough it be night, there’s sunshine in our cause. 

Melch. Few though our numbers be, the hearts are here 
Of the wh^^e people ; here tlie best are met. 

Hunk. The ancient books may not be near at hand, 

Yet are they gjuven in our inmost hearts. 
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Rossel. Tis toII. And now, then, let a ring be formed, 

And plant the swords of power within the ground*. 
Maueb. Let the Landatnman step into his place, 

And by his side his secretaries stand. 

Sacrist. There are three Cantons here. Which hath the right 
To give the head to the united Council ? 

Schwytz may contest that dignity with Uri, 

We Unterwald’ners enter not the field. 

Melch. We stand aside. We are but suppliants here, 
Invoking aid from our more potent friends. 

Stauff. Let Uri have the sword. Her banner takes, 

In battle, the precedence of our own. 

Fcrst. Schwytz, then, must share the honour of the sword ; 

For she’s the honoured ancestor of all. 

Eossel. Let me arrange this generous controversy. 

Uri shall lead in battle— Schw}i;z in Council. 

Fuust (^iv€8 Stauffacher his hand). 

Then take your place. 

Stauffacher. Not I. Some older man. 

Hofe. Ulrich, the Smith, is the most aged here. 

Maueb. A worthy man, but he is not a freeman ; 

— No bondman can be judge in Switzerland. 

Stauff. Is not Herr Eeding here, our old Landamman ? 

Where can we find a worthier man than he? 

Fubst. Let him be Amman and the Diet’s chief! 

You tliat agree with me, hold up your hands ! 

[All hold up their right hands, 
EEDiNa \8tepping mto the centre). 

1 esmnot lay my hands upon the books ; 

But by yon everlasting stars I swear, 

Nev«Sr to swiorve from justice and the right. 

[The two swords are placed before him, and a circle 
formed; Schwgtz in the centre, Uri on his right, 
Unterwald on his left, 

REDiNa {resting on his baMle sword). 

Why, at the hour when spirits walk the earth, 

Meet the three Cantons of the mountuns here, 

* It was the custom at the Meetings of the Landes Gemeindei or Diet, to 
set swords upright in the ground as emblems of authority. 
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Upon the lake’s inhospitable shore ? 

And what the purport of the new alliance 
We here contract beneath the stany Heayen? 
Stauffacheb {mtm7ig the drcle). 

No new alliance do we now contract 

But one our fathers framed, in ancient times, 

We purpose to renew! For know, confederates, 
Though mountain ridge and lake divide our bounds, 
And eveiy Canton’s ruled by its own laws, 

Yet are we but one race, bom of one blood, 

And all are children of one common home 
Wink. Then is the burden of our legends true, 

That we came hither from a distant land ? 

Oh, tell us what you know, that our new league 
May reap fresh vigour from the leagues of old. 
Stauff. Hear, then, what aged herdsmen tell. There dwelt 
A mighty people in the land that lies 
Back to the north. The scourge of famine came ; 
And in this strait ’twas publicly resolved, 

That each tenth man, on whom the lot might fall, 
Should leave the country. They obey’d — ^and forth, 
With loud lamentings, men and women went, 

A mighty host ; and to the south moved on. 

Cutting their way through Germany by the sword. 
Until they gained these pine-clad hills of ours ; 

Nor stopp’d they ever on their forward course, 

Till at the shaggy dell they halted, where 
The Miita flows through its luxuriant meads. 

No trace of human creature met their eye, 

Save one poor hut upon the desert shore, 

Where dwelt a lonely man, and kept the feny. 

A tempest raged — ^the lake rose mountains high, 
And barr’d their further progress. ThOTeupon 
They view’d the country — found it rich in wood, 
Discover’d goodly springs, and felt as they 
Were in their own dear native land once more. 

Then they resolved to settle on the spot; 

Erected &ere the ancient town of Scuwytz ; 

And many a day of toil had they to clear 
The tangled brake and forest’s spreading roots. 
Meanwhile their numbers grew, the soil became 
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Unequal to sustain them, and they cross'd 
To the black mountain, far as Weissl^d, where, 
Gonceard behind eternal walls of ice. 

Another people speaks another tongue. 

They built the village Stanz, beside the Kemwald ; 
The village Altdorf, in the vale of Reuss ; 

Yet, ever mindful of their parent stem, 

The men of Schwytz, from all the stranger race, 
That since the first have settled in the land, 

Each other still recognize. Their hearts still know, 
And beat fraternally to kindred blood. 

[Eatends his hand right and UjK 
Maueb. Ay, we are oil one heart, one blood, one race ! 

All {joining hands). 

We are one people, and will act as one. 

Staufp. The nations round tts bear a foreign yoke ; 

For they have yielded to the conqueror. 

Nay, e’en within our frontiers may be found 
Some, that owe villein service to a lord, 

A race of bonded serfs from sire to son. 

But we, the genuine race of ancient Swiss, 

Have kept our freedom from the first till now. 

Never to princes have we bow’d the knee ; 

Freely we sought protection of the Empire. 

Bossel. Freely we sought it — ^freely it was given. 

’Tie so set down in Emperor Frederick’s charter. 
Stauff. For the most free have still some feudal lord. 

There must be still a chief, a judge supreme, 

To whom appeal may lie, in case of strife. 

And therefore was it, that our sires allow'd. 

For what they had recover’d from the waste, 

.This honour to the Emperor, the lord 
Of all the German and Italian soil ; 

And, like the other free men of his realm, 

Engaged to aid him with their swords in war; 

And this alone should be the free man’s duty, 

To guard the Empire that keeps guard for him. 
Melch. He’s but a slave tW would acknowledge more. 
Stauff. They followed, when the Heribann’J* went forth, 

* The Heribann was a miuter of wairiois similar to the arriire ban 
France. 
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The imperial standard, and they fought its battles ! 
To Italy they mm:ch*d in arms, to place 
The OsBsars’ crown upon the Emperor's head. 

But still at home they ruled themselves in peace, 
By their own laws and ancient usages. 

The Emperor's only right was to ai^udge 
The pendty of death ; and therefore named 
Some mighty noble as his delegate, 

That had no stake nor interest in the land 
He was call’d in, when doom was to be pass’d, 

And, in the face of day, pronounced decree, 

Clear and distinctly, fearing no man’s hate. 

What traces here, that we are bondsmen ? Speak, 
If there be any can gainsay my words \ 

Hope. No ! You have spoken but the simple truth ; 

We never stoop’d beneath a tyrant’s yoke. 

Stauff. Even to the Emperor we refused obedience, 

When he gave judgment in the church’s favour; 
For when the Abbey of Einsiedlen claimed 
The Alp our fathers and ourselves had grazed, 

And showed an ancient charter, which bestowed 
The land on them as being ownerless — 

For our existence there had been concealed — 
What was our answer? This. “ The grant is void, 
No Emperor con bestow what is our own ; 

And if the Empire shall deny us justice, 

We can, within our mountains, right ourselves !” 
Thus spake our fathers ! And sliall we endure 
The shame and infamy of this new yoke, 

And from the vassal brook what never king 
Dared, in the fulness of his power, attempt? 

This soil we have created for ourselves, 

By the hard labour of our hands ; we’ve changed 
The giant forest, that was erst the haunt 
Of savage bears, into a home for man ; 

Extirpated the dragon’s brood, that wont 
To rise, distent wi^ venom, from tlie swamps ; 
Bent the thick misty canopy tliat hung 
Its blighting vapours on the dreary waste ; 

Blasted the solid rock ; o'er the abyss 
Thrown the firm bridge for the wayfaiing man : 
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By the possession of a thousand years 
The soil is ours. And shall sn dien lord, 

Himself a vassal, dare to venture here, 

On our owQ hearths insult us, — and attempt 
To forge the chains of bondage for our han&, 

And do us shame on our own proper soil ? 

Is there no help against such wrong as this ? 

[Grmt sensation among the people. 
Yes ! there’s a limit to the despot’s power ! 

When the ppress’d looks round in vain for justice, 
"When his sore burden may no more be borne. 

With fearless heart he makes appeal to Heaven, 

And thence brings down his everlasting rights, 
Which there abide, inalienably his. 

And indestructible as are the stars. 

Nature’s primssval state returns again, 

Where man stands hostile to his fellow man; 

And if all other means shall fail his need, 

One last resource remains — his own good sword. 

Our dearest treasures call to us for aid, 

Against the oppressor’s violence ; we stand 
For country, home, for wives, for children here ! 

All {clashing their swords). 

Here stand we for our homes, our wives, and 
children. 

Bosselhann {string into the circUX 

Bethink ye well, before ye draw the sword« 

Some peaceful compromise may yet be made ; 

Speak but one word, and at your feet you'll see 
* The men who now oppress you. Take the terms 
That have been often tendered you ; renounce 
The Empire, and to Austria swear aHegiance ! 

Mavsb. What says the priest ? To Austria allegiance ? 

Buhel. Hearken not to him ! 

WiNEELEiED. ’Tis a traitor’s counsel, 

His countiy’s foe ! 

BEDiNa. Peace, peace, confederates ! 

Sbbva. Homage to Austria, after wrongs like these ! 

Flue. Shall Austria extmt fri>m us by force, 

What we denied to kindness and entreaty? 

Msyeb. Then should we all be slaves, deservedlj 
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Maueb. Yes ! Let him forfeit all a Switzer's rights, 

Who talks of-yielding to the yoke of Austria! 

I stand on this, Landamman. Let this be 
The foremost oJf our laws ! 

Melchthal. Even so ! Whoe’er 

Shall talk of tamely bearing Austria’s yoke, 

Let him be stripp’d of all his rights and honours ; 
And no man hence receive him at his hearth ! 

All {raising their right hands). 

Agreed ! Be this the law I 
Reding {after a pause). The law it is. 

Kossel. Now you are free — by this law you are free. 

Never shall Austria obtain by force 
What she has fail’d to gain by friendly suit. 

Weil. On with the order of the day ! Proceed! 

Reding. Confederates ! Have all gentler means been tried? 
Perchance the Emp’ror knows not of our wrongs ; 
It may not be his will that thus we suffer : 

W'ere it not well to make one last attempt, 

And lay our grievances before the throne, 

Ere we unsheath the sword ? Force is at best ' 

A fearful thing e'en in a righteous cause ; 

God only helps, when man can help no more. 
Stauff. {to Konrad Hunn). 

Here you can give us information. Speak! 

Hunk. 1 waa at Rheinfeld, at the Emperor’s palace. 
Deputed by the Cantons to complain 
Of the oppressions of these governors. 

And claim the charter of our ancient freedom, 
Which each new king tiU now has latified. 

I found the envoys tnere of many a town, 

From Suabia and the valley of the Rhine, 

Who all received their parchments as they wish’d, 
And straight went home again with meny heart. 
They sent for me, your envoy, to the council. 
Where I was soon dismiss’d with empty comfort ; 

** The Emperor at present was engaged ; 

Some other time he would attend to us !” 

1 turn’d away, and passing through the haSy 
With heavy heart, in a recess 1 saw 
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The Grand Duke John * in tears, and by his side 
The noble lords of Wart and Tegerfeld, 

Who beckon’d me, and said, ** Redress yourselves, 
Expect not justice from the Emperor. 

Does he not plunder his oivn brother’s child, 

And keep from him his just inheritance ? 

The Duke claims his maternal property, 

Urging he’s now of age, and ’ds full time 
That he should rule his people and dominions ; 

What is the answer made to him ? The king 
Places a chaplet on his head ; “ Behold 
The fitting ornament,” he cries, “ of youth !” 

Mauer. You hear. Expect not from the Emperor 

Or right or justice I Then redress yourselves ! 
Beding-. No other course is left us. Now, advise 
What plan most likely to ensure success. 

Fubst. To sh^e a thraldom off that we abhor, 

To keep our ancient rights inviolate, 

As we received them from our fathers, — this, 

Not lawless innovation, is our aim. 

Let Caesar still retain what is his due ; 

And he that is a vassal, let him pay 
The service he is sworn to faithfully. 

Meyer. I hold my land of Austria in fief, 

Furst. Continue, then, to pay your feudal service. 

Weil. I’m tenant of the lords of Rappersweil. 

Furst. Continue, then, to pay them rent and tithe. 

Rossel. Of Zurich’s Lady I’m the humble vassal. 

Furst. Give to the cloister, what the cloister claims. 

Stauff. The Empire only is my feudal lord. 

Furst. What needs must be, we’ll do, but nothing further. 
We’ll drive these tyrants and their minions hence. 
And raze their towering strongholds to the ground, 
Yet shed, if possible, no drop of blood. 

Let the Emperor see, tliat we were driven to cast 
The sacred duties of respect away ; 

And when he finds we keep within our bounds, 

His wrath, belike, may yield to policy ; 

* The Duke of Suabia, who soon afierwards assassinated his imcle, for 
withholding bis patrimony from him. 
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For truly is that nation to be fear'd, 

That, ^hen in^arms, is temp'rate in its math. 
Reding. But prithee tell us how may this be done? 

The enemy is arm’d as well as we/ 

And, rest assured, he will not yield in peace. 

Stauff. He will, whene’er he sees us up in arms ; 

We shall surprise him, ere he is prepared. 

Meyek. ’Tis easily said, but not so easily done. 

Two fortresses of strength command the country—^ 
They shield the foe, and should the King invade us, 
The task would then be dangerous indeed. 

Hossberg and Samen both must be secured, 

Before a sword is drawn in either Canton. 

Statjff. Should we delay the foe will soon be warned ; 

We are too numerous for secrecy. 

Meyeh. There is no traitor in the Forest States. 
liOSSEL. But even zeal may heedlessly betray. 

Fubst. Delay it longer, and the keep at Altdorf 
Will be complete, — the governor secure. 

Meyer. You think but of yourselves. 

Sacristan. You are unjust I 

Meyer. Unjust ! said you ? Dares Uri taunt us so ? 

Reding. Peace, on your oath ! 

M ever. If Schwytz be leagued with Uri, 

Why, then, indeed, we must perforce be silent. 
Redcng. And let me tell you, in the Diet’s name. 

Your hasty spirit much disturbs the peace. 

Stand we not all for the same common cause ? 

Wink. What, if we delay till Christmas? ’Tis then 
The custom for the serfs to throng the castle, 
Bringing the governor their annud gifts. 

Thus may some ten or twelve selected men 
Assemble unobserved, within its walls, 

Bearing about their persons pikes of steel, 

Which may be quickly mounted upon staves, 

For arms are not admitted to the fort. 

The rest can fill the neighb’ring wood, prepared 
To sally forth upon a trumpet’s blast, 

Wliene’er their comrades have secured the gate ; 
And thus the castle will be ours with ease. 

Melch. The Hossberg I will undertake to scale, 
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1 haye a sweetheart in the garrison. 

Whom with some tender words I eould persuade 
To lower me at night a hempen ladder. 

Once up, my friends will not be long behind. 
Eeding. Are all resolved in favour of delay ? 

majority rake their hands, 

Stauff. (counting them). 

Twenty to twelve is the majority. 

Fijbst. If on the appointed day tlie castles fal]» 

From mountain on to mountain we sliall pass 
The fiery signal : in the capital 
Of every Canton quickly rouse the Landsturm’*’'. 
Then, when these tyrants see our martial front, 
Believe me, they will never make so bold 
As risk the conflict, but will gladly take 
Safe conduct forth beyond our boundaries. 

STArFF. Not so with Oessler. He will make a stand. 
Surrounded with his dread array of horse, 

Blood will be shed before he quits the field, 

And even expell'd he’d still be terrible. 

Tis hard, indeed ’tis dangerous, to spare liim. 

Baum. Place me where’er a life is to be lost ; 

' I owe my life to Tell, and cheerfully 
Will pledge it for my countr 5 ^ I have clear’d 
My honour, and my heart is now at rest. 

Beding. Counsel will come with circumstance. Be patient ! 
Something must still be trusted to the moment. 

Yet, while by night we hold our Diet here, 

The morning, see, has on the mountain tops 
Kindled her glowing beacon Let us part, 

Ere the broad sun surpiise us. 

Fubst. Do not fear. 

The night wanes slowly from these vales of ours. 

[AU have involuntarily taken off theh' caps, and 
contemplate the breaking of dUy^ absorbed in 
sUenoe, 

Eosbel. By this fair light which greeteth us, before 
Those other xmtions, that, beneath us far, 

In noisome cities pent, draw painful breath. 


• Amvt of national militia. 
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Swear we tiie oath of owe oofi&dezac^ 1 
We swear to he a nadon of true hrotbexs^ 

Never to part in danger or in death { 

[Th^ repeat hU words with three Jk^ers raised. 
We swear we shall be free, as were our sires, 

And sooner die than live in slavery ! 

[AU repeat as before. 

We swear to put our trust in Grod Most High, 

And not to quail before the might of man ! 

[All repeat as before, and embrace each other, 
Stauff. Now every man pursue his several way 

Back to his friends, his kindred, and his home. 

Let the herd winter up his flock, and gain, 

In silence, friends for our confe(kracy ! 

What for a time must be endured, endure, 

And let the reckoning of the tyrants grow. 

Till the great day arrive, when they shall pay 
The general and particular debt* at once. 

Let every man control his own just rage, 

And nurse his vengeance for the public wrongs : 

For he whom selfish interests now engage, 

Defrauds the general weal of its just claims. 

[As they are going off in profomd silence, in 
three different directions, the orchestra plays a 
solemn air. The empty scene remains open for 
some time, showing the rays of the sun rising 
over the Glaciers. 


ACT ILL 
Scene I. 

Court before Tell*s house. Teix with an axe. Hedwig 
engaged in her domestic duties, Walter and Wilhelm in 
the hack-ground, playing with a little crossbow. 

(Walteb sings). 

With his cross-bow, and his quiver. 

The huntsman speeds his way, 

Over mountain, dale, and river, 

At the dawning of the day. 
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As the eagle, on wild pinicm, 

Is the king in realms of air. 

So the hunter claims dominion 
Over crag and forest lair. 

Far as ever bow can carry, 

Thro* the trackless aiiy space, 

All he sees he makes his quarry, 

Soaring bird and beast of chase. 

Wilhelm (runs forward). 

My string has snapt ! Wilt mend it for me, father ? 
Tell, Not I ; a true-born archer helps himself. \BoyB retire. 
Hedw. The boys begin to use the bow betimes. 

Tell. *Tis early practice only makes the master. 

Hedw. Ah I Would to Heaven they never learnt the art ! 
Tell. But they shall learn it, wife, in all its points. 
Whoe’er would carve an independent way 
Through life, must learn to ward or plant a blow. 
Hedw. Alas, alas ! and they will never rest 
Contentedly at home. 

Tell. No more can I ! 

I was not framed by nature for a shepherd. 

Bestless 1 must pursue a shifting aim ; 

I only feel the flush and joy of life, 

In starting some fresh quarry every day 
Hedw. Heedless the while of all your wife’s alarms. 

As she sits watching through long hours at home. 
For my soul sinks with terror at the tales 
The servants teU about your wild adventures. 
Whene’er we part, my trembling heart forebodes, 
That you will ne’er come back to me again. 

I see you on the frozen mountain steeps, 

Missing, perchance, your leap from cl® to cl®. 

I see the chamois, with a wild rebound, 

Drag you down with him o’er the precipice. 

I see the avalanche close o’er your head,-— 

The treacherous ice give way, and you sink down 
Intombed alive withm its hideous gulf. 

Ah ! in a hundred vaiying forms does death 
Pursue the Alpine huntsman on his course. 

That way of life can surely ne’er be blessed, 

Where life and limb are perill’d every hour. 
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Tetx. The man that bears a quick and steady eye, 

And trusts to 6od,* and his oto lusty sinews. 

Passes, with scarce a scar, through eveiy danger. 

The mountain cannot awe the mountain child. 

{Having finished his work, he lays aside his tools 
And now, methinks, the door will hold awhile. — 

The axe at home oft saves the carpenter. 

[Takes his cap. 

Hedw. Whither away? 

Tell. To Altdorf, to your father. 

Hedw. You have soihe dangerous entei'prise in view ? 
Confess ! 

Ti:ll. Why think yod so? 

Hedwig. Some scheme’s on foot, 

Against the governors. There was a Diet 
Held on the llootli — ^that I know — and you 
Are one of the confederacy, I’m sure. 

Teijl. I was not there. Yet will I not hold back. 

Whene’er my country calls me to her aid. 

Hedw. Wherever danger is, will you be placed. 

On you, as ever, will the burden fall. 

Tell. Each man shall have the post that fits his powers. 
Hedw. You took— ay, ’mid the thickest of the storm — 

The man of Unterwald across the lake. 

’Tis a marvel you escaped. Had you no thought 
Of wife and children, then ? 

Tell. Dear wife, I had ; 

And therefore saved the father for his children. 
Hedw. To brave the lake in all its wrath I Twas hot 

To put your trust in God ! Twas tempting him. 
Tell. The man that’s over cautious will do little. 

Hedw. Yes, you’ve a kind and helping hand for all ; 

But be in straits, and who will lend you aid? 

Tell. God grant 1 ne’er may stand in need of it I 

[Takes up his' ct^ossbow and arrows., 
Hedw. Why take your crossbow with you ? Leave it here. 
Tell. J want my right hand, when I want my bow. 

[The hoys 

Walt. Where, father, are you going? 

Tell, To grand-dad, boy— 

To Altdorf. Will you go ? 


K K 
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Walteb. Ay, that I will ! 

Hedw. The Viceroy’s there just nofr. Go not to Altdorf ! 
Tell. He leaves to-day. 

Hedwig. Then let him first be gone. 

Cross not his path. — You kuow he bears us grudge. 
Tell. His ill-will cannot greatly injure me. 

I do what’s right, and care for no man’s hate. 

Hedw. ’Tis those who do what’s right, whom most he hates. 
Tell. Because he cannot reach them. Me, I ween, 

His Icnightship will be glad to leave in peace. 

Hedw. Ay ! — Are you sure of that? 

Tell. Not long ago, 

As I was hunting through the wild ravines 
Of Shechenthal, untrod by mortal foot, — 

There, as I took my solitary way 

Along a shelving ledge of rocks, where ’twas 

Impossible to step on either side ; 

For high above rose, like a giant wall, 

The precipice’s side, and far below 

The Shechen thunder'd o'er its rifted bed ; — 

[The hoys press towards him, looking upon him 
tcith excited curiosity. 

Tliere, face to face, I met the Viceroy. Ho 
Alone with me — and 1 myself alone — 

Mere man to man, and near us the abyss. 

And Avhon his lordship had peinsed my face, 

And knew the man he had severely lined 
On some most trivial ground, not Jong before; 

And saw me, with my sturdy bow in hand, 

Come striding t’wards him, then his cheek grew pale, 
His knees refused their ofl&ce, and I thought 
He would havo sunk against the mountain side. 
Then, touch’d with pity for him, I advanced, 
Respectfully, and said, “ ’Tis I, my lord.” 

But ne’er a sound could he compel his lips 
To frame in answer. Only with his hand 
He beckoned me in silence to proceed. 

So 1 pass’d on, and sent his train to seek him. 

Hedw. He trembled then before you ? Woo the while 
You saw his weakness ; that he’ll ne’er forgive. 

Teiai. 1 shun him, therefore, and he’ll not seek me. 
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Hedw. But stay away to-day. Go hunting rather ! 

Tell. What do you fear ? 

Hedwig. I am uneasy. Stay. 

Tell. Why thus distress yourself without a cause ? 

Hedw. Because there is no cause. Tell, Tell 1 stay here I 
Tell. Dear wife, I gave my promise I would go. 

Hedw. Must you, — then go. But leave the boys with me. 
Walt. No, motlier dear, I’m going with my father. 

Hedw. How, W’^alter ! will you leave your mother then ? 
Walt. Ill bring you pretty things from grandpapa. 

lExit with his father. 

Wilh. Mother, 111 stay with you! 

Hedwig (embracing him). ' Yes, yes ! thou art 
My own dear child. ThouVt all that’s left to me. 
\8he goes to the gate of the court, and looks 
anxiously after Tell and her son for a con- 
siderable time. 


SCEKE II. 

A retired part of the Forest. — Brooks dashing in spray over 
the rocks. 

Enter Beiitha in a hunting dress. Immediately aflemards 
Rudenz. 

Berth. He follows me. Now to explain myself I 
PtUDENz (entering hastily). 

At length, dear lady, we have met alone. 

In this wild dell, with rocks on every side, 

No jealous eye can watch our interview. 

Now lot my heart throw off this weary silence. 
Berth. But are j’^ou sure they will not follow us ? 

Kud. . . See, yonder goes the chase. Now, then, or never I 
I must avail me of the precious moment,— 

Must hear my doom decided by thy lips, 

Though it should part mo from thy side for ever. 

Oh, do not arm tliat gentle face of thine 

With looks so stern and harsh ! Who — who am I, 

That dare aspire so high, as unto thee ? 

Fame hath not stamp’d me yet ; nor may 1 take 

E K I) 
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My place amid the courtly tliroug of knights, 

That, cro veil’d i^ith glory's lustre, woo thy smiles. 

Nothing have I to offer, but a heart 

That overflows with truth and love for thee. 

Bebtha {sternly and with severity). 

And dare you speak to me of love — of truth ? 

You, that are faithless to your nearest ties ! 

You, that are Austria's slave — bartered and sold 
To her — an alien, and your country's tyiunt ! 

Bud. . . How ! This reproach from thee ! '^om do I seek. 
On Austria’s side, my own beloved, but thee? 
Berth. Think you to find me in the traitor’s ranks ? 

Now, as I live, I’d rather give my hand 
To Gessler’s self, all despot though he be, 

Than to the Switzer who forgets his birth. 

And stoops to be the minion of a tyrant. 

Bud. . . Oh heaven, what must I hear ! 

Bertha. Say ! what can lie 

Nearer tlie good man’s heart, than friends and 
Idndred ? 

What dearer duty to a noble soul, 

Than to protect weak, suffering innocence, 

And vindicate the rights of the oppress'd ? 

My very soul bleeds for your countrymen. 

I suffer witli them, far I needs must love them ; 
They are so gentle, yet so full of powder ; 

They draw my whole heart to them. Eveiy day 
I look upon them with increased esteem. 

But you, whom nature and your knightly vow, 

Have given them us their natm’al protector, 

Yet who desert them and abet their foes, 

In forging shackles for your native land, 

You — ^you it is, that deeply grieve and wound me. 

I must constmiu my heart, or I shall hate you. 

Eud. . . Is not my countiy’s welfare all my wish ? 

W^liat seek I for liej*, but to purchase peace 
’Neath Austria’s potent sceptre ? 

Bertha. Bondage, rather ! 

You would drive freedom from the last stronghold 
Tliat yet remains for her upon the earth. 
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Tlie people know tlioir own true interests better: 
Their simple natures are not waip’d by show. 

But round your head a tangling net is wound. 

Run. . . Bertha, you hate me — you despise me ! 

Bertha. Nay! 

And if I did, ’twere better for my peace. 

But to see him despised and despicable, — 

The man whom one might love — 

Rudenz. Oh„ Bertha! You 

Show me the pinnacle of heavenly bliss, 

Then, in a moment, hurl me to despair I 
Berth. No, no ! the noble is mot all extinct 

Within you. It but slumbers,— I will rouse it 
It must have cost you many a liery struggle. 

To crush the virtues of your race within you. 

But, Heaven be praised, ’tis mightier than yourself, 
And you are nobfe in your own despite ! 

Ron. . . You trust me, then ? Oh, Bertha, with thy love 
What might I not become I 
Bertha. Be only that 

’ For which your own high nature destin’d you. 
h’ill the position you were born to fill ; — 

Stand by your people and your native land — 

And battle for your sacred rights ! 

Rudenz. Alas ! 

How can I hope to -win you — to possess you, 

If I take arms against the Emperor? 

Will not your potent kinsmen interpose, 

To dictate the disposal of your hand ? 

Berth All my estates lie in the Forest Cantons ; 

And 1 am free, when Switzerland is free. 

Run. . . Oh I what a prospect, Bertha, hast thou shown me ! 
Berth, Hope not to win my hand by Austria’s favour ; 

Fain would they lay their grasp on my estates. 

To swell the vast domains which now they hold. 
The selfsame lust of conquest, that would rob 
You of your liberty, endangers mine. 

Oh, friend, I’m mark’d for sacrifice ; — to be 
The guerdon of some parasite, perclianoe ! 

They’ll drag me hence to the Imperial court, 

That hateful haunt of falsehood and intrigue ; 
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There do detested marriage bonds me. 
Love, love alone, — your love can rescue me. 
Eud. . . And thou couldst be content, love, to live here ; 
In my own native land to be my own ? 

Oh, Bertha, all the yearnings of my soul 
For this great world and its tumultuous strife, 
What were they, but a yearning after thee? 

In glory’s path I sought for thee alone, 

And all my thirst of fame was only love. 

But if in this calm vale thou canst abide 
With me, and bid earth’s pomps and pride adieu, 
Then is the goal of my ambition won ; 

And the rough tide of the tempestuous world 
May dash and rave around these firm>set hills ! 
No wandering wivshes more have I to send 
Forth to the busy scene that stirs beyond. 

Then may these rocks, that girdle us, extend 
Their giant walls impenetrably round, 

And this sequestered happy vale alone 
Look up to heaven, and be my paradise ! 

Berth. Now art thou all my fancy dream’d of thee. 

My trust has not been given to thee in vain. 

Eud. . . Away, ye idle phantoms of my folly ! 

In mine own home I’ll find my happiness. 

Here, where the gladsome boy to manhood grew. 
Where ev’ry brook, and tree, and mountain peak, 
Teems with remembrances of happy hours, 

In mino own native land thou wilt he mine. 

Ah, I have ever loved it well, 1 feel. 

How poor without it were all earthly joys. 

Berth, Where should we look for happiness on earth, 

If not in this dear land of innocence ? 

Here, where old truth hath its flimiliar hoine. 
Where fraud and guile are strangers, envy ne’er 
Shall dim the sparkling fountain of our bliss. 

And ever bright the hours shall o’er us glide. 
There do I see thee, in true manly worth, 

The foremost of the free and of thy peers, 
Eevered with homage pure and unconstrain’d, 
Wielding a power that kings might envy thee. 
Eud. • • And thee I see, thy sex’s crowning gem, 
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With thjr sweet woman grace and wahefal love, 
Building a heaven for me within my home, 

And, os the spring-time scatters forth her flowers, 
Adorning with thy charms my path of life, 

And spreading joy and sunshine all around. 

Berth. And this it was, dear friend, that caused my grief, 
To see thee blast this life’s supremest bliss. 

With thine own hand. Ah ! what had been my fate, 
Had I been forced to follow some proud lord, 

Some ruthless despot, to bis gloomy castle ! 

Here are no castles, here no bastion'd walls 
Divide me from a people I can bless. 

Bud. . . Yet, how to free myself ^ to loose the coils 

Which I have madly twined around my head ? 
Berth. Tear them asunder with a man’s resolve. 

Whatever the event, sUmd by thy people. 

I It is thy post by birth. 

[Hunting horm are heard in the distance. 
But hark ! The chase I 
Farewell, — 'tis needful we should part — ^away ! 

Fight for thy land ; thou lightest for thy lore. 

One foe Alls all our souls with dread ; the blow 
That makes one free, emancipates us all. 

[Exeunt severally. 


Scene 1X1. 

A meadow near AUdorf. Trees in the fore-ground. At the 
hack of the stage a cap upon a pole. The prospect is 
hounded hy the Bannherg, which is surmounted by a snow- 
capped mountain, 

Friesshardt and Leothoi.d on guard, 

Fbiess. We keep our watch in vain. There’s not a soul 
Will pass, and do obeisance to the cap. 

But yesterday the place swarm’d like a fair ; 

Now the whole green looks like a very desert, 

Since yonder scarecrow hung upon the pole. 

LeUth. Only the vilest rabble show themselves, 

And wave their tattered caps in mockeiy at us.. 

AH honest citizens would sooner make 
A tedious circuit over half the town, 
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Than bend their backs before oar master's cap. 
Friess. They were obliged to pass this way at noon, 

As ^ey were coming from the Council House. 

1 counted then upon a famous catch, 

For no one thought of bowing to the cap. 

But Ilosselmann, the priest, was even with me : 
Coming just then from some sick penitent, 

He stands before the pole, — raises the Host — 

The Sacrist, too, must tinkle \vith his bell, — 

When down they dropp’d on knee — myself and all, 
In reverence to the Host, but not the cap. 

Leuth. Hark ye, companion, I have a shrewd suspicion, 

Our post's no better than the pillory. 

It is a burning shame, a trooper should 
Stand sentinel before an empty cap, 

And every honest fellow must despise us 
To do obeisance to a cap, too ! Faith, 

I never heard an order so absurd ! 

F^ss. Why not, aii’t jdease thee, to an empty cap ? 

Thou’st duck’d, I’m sure, to many an empty sconce. 
[IIiLDEGABD, Meciithild, oMd Elsbkth eivter 
with their children, and station themselves 
around the pole. 

Leuth. And thou ait an officious sneaking knave, 

That's fond of bringing honest folks to trouble. 

For my part, he that likes, may pass the cap : — 

I’ll shut my eyes and take no note of him. 

Mech. There hangs the Viceroy ! Your obeisance, children ! 
Els. - . I would to God he’d go, and leave his cap ! 

The country would be none the worse for it. 
Friesshardt {driving them away). 

Out of the way 1 Confounded pack of gossips ! 

Who sent for you ? Go, send your husbands here, 
If they have courage to defy llie order. 

[Tell enters with his crossbow, leading his son 
Walter by the hand. They pass the hat with- 
out noticing it, and advance to the front of the 
stage. 

Walter {pointing to the Bannberg). 

Father, is't true, Uiat on the mountain there. 

The trees, if wounded with a hatchet, bleed? 
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Tfxl. Who says so, hoy ? 

Walter. ^ The master herdsman, &ther ! 

He tells us, tliere’s a charm upon the trees, 

And if a man shall injure them, the hand 
That struck the blow will grow from out the grjave. 

Tell. There is a charm about them — that’s the truth. 

Dost see those glaciers yonder — those white honis — 
That seem to melt away into the sky ? 

Walt. They are the peaks that thunder so at night, 

And send the avalanches down upon us. 

TELii. They are ; and Altdorf long ago had been 

Submerged beneath these avalanches’ weight, r 
Did not the forest there above the town 
Stand like a bulwark to arrest their fall. 

Wa].ter [after musing a little). 

And are there countries with no mountains, father ? 

Tell. Yes, if we travel downwards from our heights. 

And keep descending in the rivers* courses. 

We reach a wide and level countiy, where 
Our mountain torrents brawl and foam no more, 

And fair large rivem glide serenely on. 

All quarters of the heaven may there be scann’tl 
Without impediment. The com grows there 
In broad and lovely fields, and all the land 
Is fair as any garden to the view. 

WAi/r. But, father, tell me, wherefore haste we not 
Away to tins delightful land, instead 
Of toiling here, and straggling as we do ? 

Tell. The land is fair and bountiful as Heaven ; 

But they who till it, never may enjoy 
The fruits of what they sow. 

Walter. Live they not free, 

As you do, on the land their fathers left them? 

Tell. The fields are all the bishop’s or the king’s. 

Walt. But they may freely hunt among the woods ? 

Tfxl. The game is all the monarch’s — bird and beast. 

Walt. But Ihey, at least, may surely fish the streams? 

TELii. Stream, lake, and sea, all to the lung belong. 

Walt. Who is this king, of whom they’re so afhiid? 

Tell. He is the man who fosters and protects them 
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Walt. Have they not courage to protect themselves? 

Tell. The neighbour there dare not his neighbour trust. 
Walt. I should want breathing room in such a land. 

I’d rather dwell beneath the avalanches. 

Tell, ^is better, child, to have these glacier peaiks 
Behind one’s back, than evil-minded men ! 

[They are about to pass on, 
Walt. See, father, see the cap on yonder pole ! 

Teil. What is the cap to us ? Come, let’s begone 

[As he is goings Friesshardt, presenting his pikcy 
stops him, 

Feiess. Stand, I command you, in the EmpeinFs name ! 
Tell [seizing the pike). 

What would ye ? Wherefore do ye stop my path? 
Friess. You’ve broke the mandate, and must go with us. 
Leuth. You have not done obeisance to the cap. 

Tell. Friend, let me go. 

Friess. Away, away to prison ! 

Walt. Father to prison! Help ! 

[Calling to the side scene. 
This way, you men ! 

Good people, help ! They’re dragging him to prison ! 
[Kx)sselmann the Priest, and the Sacristan, with 
three other men, enter, 

Sacris. What’s here amiss ? 

Ross. Wliy do you seize this man? 

Friess. He is an enemy of the King — traitor. 

Tell [seizing him with molence), 

A traitor, 1 ! 

Bosselmann. Friend, thou art wrong. ’Tis Tell, 

All honest man, and w^orthy citizen. 

Walter [descries Ftjrst and runs up to him). 

Grandfather, help, they want to seize my father ! 
Friess. Away to prison ! 

Fubst (funning in). Stay, I offer bail. 

For God’s sake, Tell, what is the matter here ? 

[Melchthal and Stauffacher etiter, 
Leuth. He has contemn’d the Viceroy’s sovereign power 
Refusing flatly to acknowledge it. 

Statjff. Has Tell done this? 
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Melchthal. , Villain, thou knowest 'tis false! 

Leuth. He has not made obeisance to the cap. 

Fubst. And shall for this to prison ? Come, my friend, 
Take my security, and let him go. 

Fbiess. Keep your security for yourself — ^you’ll need it. 

We only do our duty. Hence with him. 

Melchtiiai. [to the country people). 

This is too bad— shall we stand by, and see them 
Drag him away before oiir very eyes ? 

Sacris. We are the strongest. Don’t endure it, friends. 

Our countrymen will back us to a man. 

Fbiess. Who dares resist the governor’s commands? 

Other Three Peasants {^running in). 

Well help you. What’s the matter ? Down with 
them ! 

[Hildegard, Mechthilb and Elsbeth return. 
Tell. Go, go, good people, I can help myself. 

Think you, had 1 a mind to use my strength, 

These pikes of tlieii’s should daunt me ? 

Melchthal (to Priesshardt). ' Only try— 

Try, if you dare, to force him from amongst us. 
Furst a?id Stauffacher. 

Peace, peace, friends ! 

Friesshardt (loudly), Eiot ! Insurrection, ho ! 

[Ilunting horns without. 

Women. The Governor ! 

Fbiessiurdt [rauing his voice). Rebellion ! Mutiny ! 
Stauff. Roar, till you burst, knave ! 

Rosselmann and Melchthal. Will you hold your tongue? 
Fbiesshardt [calling still louder): 

Help, help, I say, the servants of the law! 

PuRST. The Viceroy here ! Then we shall smart for this ! 

[Enter Gessler ow horseback, with a falcon on 
his wrist ; Rudolph deb Habeas, Bertha, and 
Rudenz, and a numerous train of armed at- 
tendants, who form a circle of lances round the 
whoh stage. 

Hab. . « Room for the Viceroy ! 

Oessleb. Dnve the clowns apart. 

Why throng the people thus ? Who calls for help ? 

[General silmce. 



508 


WILHELM TELL. 


>oT m. 


Who was it? I will know. 

[Fbiesshabdt steps forward. 
And who art thou ? 

And why hast thou this man in custody? 

[Gives his falcon to an attendant* 
Fbiess. Dread sir, I am a soldier of your guard, 

And station'd sentinel beside the cap ; 

This man 1 apprehended in the act 
Of passing it without obeisance due, 

So I arrested him, as you gave order 
Whereon the people tried to rescue him. 

Gessleb {after a pa%Lse\ 

And do you, Tell, so lightly hold your king 
And me, who act as his vicegerent here. 

That you refuse the greeting to the cap 
1 hung aloft to test your loyalty ? 

I read in this a disaffected spirit. 

Tell. Pardon me, good my lord ! The action sprung 
From inadvertence, — ^not from disrespect. 

Were T discreet, I urere not William Tell : 

Forgive me now — 111 not offend again. 

Gessler {after a pause), 

I hear, Tell, you’re a master with the bow, — ‘ 

And bear the palm away from every rival. 

Walt. That must be true, sir I At a hundred yards 
He’ll shoot an apple for you off the tree. 

Gessl. Is that boy thine. Tell ? 

Tell. Yes, my gracious lord. 

Gessl. Hast any more of them ? 

Tell. Two boys, my lord. 

Gessl. And, of the two, which dost thou love the most 
Tell. Sir, both the boys are dear to me alike. 

Ges§l. Then, Tell, since at a hundred yards tliou canst 
Bring down the apple from the tree, thou shalt 
Approve thy skill before me. Take thy bow— 

^ Thou hast it there at hand —and make thee ready 
To shoot an apple from the stripling’s head ! 

But take this counsel, — look w’ell to thine aim. 

See, that thou hitt’st the apple at the first, 

For, shouldst thou miss, thy head shall pay the forfeit. 

[All give signs of horror* 
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Tell. Wliat monstrous thing, my lord, is this you ask ? 

That I, from the head of mine owu child ! — No, no ! 
It cannot be, kind sir, you meant not that — 

God, in His grace, forbid ! You could not ask 
A father seriously to do that thing ! 

Gessl. Thou art to shoot an apple from fis head ! 

1 do desire — command it so. 

Tell. What I ! 

Level my crossbow at the darling head 
Of mine own child ? No — rather let me die ! 

Gessl. Or thou must shoot, or with thee dies the hoy. 

Tell. Shall I become the murdVer of my child ! 

You have no children, sirv— you do not know 
The tender throhbings of a father’s heart. 

Gessl. How now, Tell, so discreet upon a sudden 
1 had been told thou w^ert a visionary, — 

A wanderer from the paths of common men. 

Thou lov’st the marvellous. So have I now 
Cull’d out for thee a task of special daring. 

Another man might pause and hesitate ; — 

Thou dashest at it, heart and soul, at once. 

Berth. Oh, do not jest, my lord, with these poor souls ! 

See, how they tremble, and how pale they look, 

So little used are they to heiir thee jest. 

Gessl. Who tells thee, that I jest? 

[Grasping a branch above his head. 
Here is tlie apple. 

Eoom there, 1 say ! And let him take his distance— 
Just eighty paces, — as the custom is, — 

Not an inch more or less ! It was his boast, 

That at a hundred he could hit his man. 

Now, archer, to your task, and look you miss not ! 
Rar. . . Heavens! this grows serious— down, hoy, on ygur 
knees, 

And beg the governor to spare your life. 

Fuest {aside to Melchthal, who can scarcely restrain his 
impatience). 

Command yourself, — be calm, I beg of you ! 

Beriha {to the governor). 

Let this suffice you, sir ! It is inhuman 
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To trifle with a father's anguish thus. 

Although this wretched man had forfeited 
Both life and limb for such a slight offence, 

Already 'has he sufi’er'd tenfold death* 

Send him away uninjured to his home ; 

Hell know thee well in future ; and this hour 
He and his children’s children will remember. 
Gessl. Open a w’ay there— quick ! Why this delay ? 

Thy life is forfeited ; 1 might despatch thee, 

A^d see I mciously repose thy fate 
Upon the S&jM of thine own practis’d hand. 

No cause has he to say his doom is harsh. 

Who’s made the master of his destiny. 

Thou boastest of thy steady eye. ’Tis well ! 

Now is a fitting time to show thy skill. 

The mark is worthy, and the prize is great. 

To hit the bull’s eye in tbe target ; — ^that 
Can many another do as well as thou ; 

But he, methinks, is master of his craft, 

Who can at all times on his skill rely, 

Nor lets his heart disturb or eye or hand 
i'uBST. My lord, we bow to your authority ; 

But oh, let justice yield to mercy here. 

Take half my property, nay, take it all, 

But spare a father this unnatural doom ! . 

Walt, Gran&ather, do net kneerto that bad man ! 

Say, where am I to stand ? I do not fear ; 

My father strikes the bird upon the wing, 

And will not miss now when ’twould harm his boy I 
Stauff. Does the child’s innocence not touch your heart? 
PtOSSEL. Bethink you, sir, there is a God in heaven, 

To whom you must account for all your deeds. 
Gessler {pointing to the hoy). 

Bind him to yonder lime tree straight ! 

Waiter. Bind me? 

No, I will not be bound ! I will be still, 

Still as a lamb— nor even draw my breath! 

But if you bind me, I can not be still. 

Then I shall writhe and struggle with my bonds. 
Hab. . . But let your eyes at least be bandaged, boy I 
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Walt. And why my eyos ? No I Do you think I fear 
An arrow from my iather’s Imnd ? Not I ! 

Ill wait it firmly, nor so much as wink ! 

Quick, lather, show them that thou art an archerl 
He doubts thy skill — he thinks to ruin us. 

Shoot then, and hit, though but to spite the tjrrant 
[He goes to the lime tree, and an apple is placed 
on his head, 

Melchthal {to the country people). 

What ! Is this outrage to be perpetrated 
Before our very eyes ? Where is our oath ? 

Stauff. ’Tis all in vain. We have no weapons here ; 

And see the wood of lances that surrounds us ! 
Mklcit. Oh ! would to Heaven that we had struck at once ! 

God pardon those, who counseird the delay I 
Gessler (to Tell). 

Now, to thy task ! Men bear not arms for nought. 
’Tis dangerous to car-ry deadly weapons, 

And on the archer oft his shaft recoils. 

This right, these haughty peasant churls assume, 
Trenches upon their master’s privileges. 

None should be armed, but those who bear command. 
It pleases you to wear the bow and bolt; — 

Well, — be it so. 1 shall provide the mark. 

Tell if)ends the bow, and fixes the arrow), 

A lane there ! Boom ! 

Stauffaoher. What, Tell ? You would — no, no ! 

You shake— your hand’s unsteady—y our knees tremble. 
Tell (Jetting the how sink down). 

There’s something s^vims before mine eyes ! 

Women. Great Heaven 

Tell. Release me from this shot ! Here is my heart ! 

[Tears open his breast. 

Summon your troopers— let them strike jne down! 
Gessl. T do not want thy life, Tell, but the shot 

Thy talent’s universal ! Nothing daunts thee t 
Thou canst direct the rudder like the bow I 
Storms fright not thee, when there’s a life at stake : 
Now, saviour, help thyself, — thou savest all 1 

[Tell stands fearfully agitated by contending 



. 618 


WILHELM TELL. 


Tact iit. 


emotions, his hands moving convulsively, and 
his eyes turning aUemately to the governor and 
Heaven, Suddenly he takes a second arrow 
from his quiver, amd sticks it in hU belt. The 
governor watches all these motions. 

Walteb [beiuath the lime tree). 

Come, father, shoot ! l*m not afraid ! 

Tell It must be \ 

[Collects himself and levels the how. 
Budenz {who aU the while has been standing in a state of 
, violent excitement, and has with difficulty restrained 

himself, advances). 

My lord, you will hot urge this matter further. 

.. You will not. It was surely but a test. 

You Ve gained your object. Kigour push’d too far 
Is sure to miss its aim, however good, 

As snaps Uie how that’s all too straitly bent 
jGjessl. Peace, till your counsels ask'd for! 

Kudenz. I will speak ! 

Ay, and I dare ! I reverence my king ; 

But acts like those must make his name abhorr’d. 

He sanctibns not this cruelty. I daro 
AvOiiu^h ithe &ct. And you outstep your powers 
In thus on unctlending peoiple. 

Gessl. Ha!" thou grow’st bold, methinks ! 

Btrns^z. ^ I have been dumb 

TcnJI fhe oppressions I was doom’d to see. 

‘ . i’ve. closed mine eyes, that they might not behold 
" ^ ' them, 

Bade nfjr rebellious, swelling heart be still, 

And pent its sthiggles down mtbin my breast. 

But to ho silent longer, were to be 
A t^ter tp.my king country both. 

Bertha {casting herself betwersn'hmmnd the govemoi^. 

Oh Heavens I you but exasperate his rage,! 

* Eub. , . Jdy people I fomook— renounced my^kindred- 
"'Broke dl the^ties of nature, that I might 
Attadi myself to you. I madly thought, 

That 1 shouldl36ilt ad'vance the geneik weal, 
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By adding sinews to the Emperor’s power. 

The scales have fallen from mine eyes— see 
The fearful precipice on which 1 stand. ^ 

You’ve led my youthful judgment far astray,— 
Deceived my honest heart. With bestdntent, 

T Imd well nigh achiev’d my country’s ruin. 

Audacious boy, this language to thy lord ? 

The Emperor is my lord, not you I I’m free ’ 

As you by birth, and I can cope with you 
In every virtue that beseems a knight. 

And if you stood not here in that Jong’s name. 
Which I respect e’en where ’tis most abused, 

I’d throw my gauntlet down, and you shonld give 
An answer to my gage in^knightly fashion. 

Ay, beckon to your troopers ! Here I stand ; 

But not like these {Pointing to the people*, 

^unarmed. I have a sword. 

And he that stirs one step— ^ — 

Stauffachbr [exclaims). The apple’s down ! 

[While the attention of the crowd has been directed 
to the spot where Bertha had cast herself be- 
tween Hud£n;2 and G£ssl|:r, Tell has shot, 
Rossel. The boy’s alive ! 

INIaxy voices. The apple has been struck I 

[Walter Furst staggers^ and is ab&at to faU, 
Bertha supports him, 

Gesslea {flstonished). 

How'? Has he shot? The madman ! 

Bertha. ^ Worthy father ! 

Pray you, compose yourself. Tl^e boy’s alive. 
Walter {runs in with the apple). 

Here is the apple, father ! Well I knew, 

You would not harm your boy. 

[Tell stands .with hU body bent foulards, as- 
though he would foUow the arrow. His bow 
drops from his l^nd. When he sees the hoy^ 
advancing, he hastens to meet him with ’ opeti 
arms, and embracing him j^siofiately -wdcs 
down with him quite exhausted^ AU crowd 
\ round them deeply ^ecM, ^ ’ 

Oh, ye kind Heavens ! 

L I. ’* 


sc. III.] 


Gessl. 
Hud. . . 


Bertha. 
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Furst (to farther and $on). My children, my dear children ! 
Stauffacher. God be praised ! 

Leuth. Almighty powers ! That was a shot indeed ! 

It will be talked of to the end of time. 

Har. . . This feat of Tell, the archer, will be told 

While yonder mountains stand upon their base. 

[Hands ike apple to G£ssiiEB« 
Gessl. By Heaven ! the apple’s cleft right through the core. 

It was a master shot, 1 must allow. 

Bobskl. The shot was good. But woe to him, who drove 
The man to tempt his God by such a feat ! 

Stauff. Cheer up, Tell, rise ! You’ve, nobly freed yourself, 
And now may go in quiet to your home. 

Rossel. Come, to the mother let us hw her son ! 

[They are about to lead him off. 

Gessl. a word, Tell. 

Tell. Sir, your pleasure ? 

Gessi f.r. Thou didst place 

A second arrow in thy belt — nay, nay ! 

I saw it well —what was thy purpose with it? 

Tell {confmed). It is a custom with all archers, Sii\ 

Gessl. No, Tell, 1 cannot let that answer pass. 

There was some other motive, well I know. 

Frankly and cheerfully confess the tmth 
Whate’er it be, I promise thee thy life. 

Wherefore the second aiTow ? 

Tell. Well, my lord, 

Since you have promised not to take my life, 

^ I will, without reserve, declare the truth, 
f [He draws the arrow from his heU, and fixes his 

eyes sternly upon the governor. 

If that my hand had struck my darling child, 

This second arrow I had aimed at you, 

And, be assured, I should not then have miss’d. 
Gbsbl '^Well, Tell, I promised thou shouldst have thy life; 

I gave my knightly word, and I will keep it. 

Yet, as I know the malice of thy thoughts, 

I will remove thee hence to sure confinement, 

Where neither sun nor moon shall reach thine eyes. 
Thus from thy viarrows 1 shall be secure. 

Seize on him» guards, and bind him! [Theyhiiifl^hkit^ 
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Stauffacher. How, my lord — 

How can you treat in such a way a man, 

On whom God’s hand has plainly been reyeal’d ? 
Gessl, Well, let us see if it will save him twice ! 

Eemove him to my ship ; I’ll fallow straight. 

In person 1 will see him lodged at Kiissnacht. 
Hossel. You dare not do’t. Nor durst the Emperor’s self 
So violate our dearest chartered rights. 

Gf.ssl. Where are they? Has the Emp’ror confirm’d them? 
He never has. And only by obedience 
Need you expect to win fiiat favour from him. 

You are all rebels ’giiinst the Emp’ror’s power, — 
And bear a desperate and rebellious spirit 
I know you all — I see you through and tlirough. 
Him do I single from amongst you now, 

But in his guilt you all participate. 

The wise will study silence and obedience. 

[Eodt, followed by Beutita, Rudenz, Harras, 
and attendants. Friesstiarot and Leuthou) 
remain. 

Furst {in violent amgtmh). 

All’s over now ! He is resolved, to bring 
Destruction on myself and all my house. 

Stauff. {to Tetj.). Oh, why did you provoke the tyrant’s rage ? 
Teel. Let him be calm who feels the pangs I felt. 

Stauff. Alas ! alas ! Our every hope is gone. 

With you we all are fetfered and enchain’d. 

Country PeoFle {mirrounding Tell). 

Our last remaining comfort goes with youf 
Leuth. {approaching him). 

I’m sorry for you, Tell, but must obey. 

Tell. Farewell ! 

Walter Tell {clinging to him m great agony). 

Oh, famer, fa^er, my dear father ! 

Tell {pointing to Heaven). 

Thy ikther is on high — ^appeal to him ! 

Stauff. Hact thou no message, Tell, to send thy wife ? 

Tell, {clasping the hoy pasdonately to his bread). 

b^’s unizyured ; God will succour me 2 
[Teem himself suddenly emdfoUom the sol* 
diers of the guetrd. 


L L d 
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ACT IV. 

Scene I. 

Eastern shore of the Lake of Lucerne ; rugged and singularly 
shaped rocks close the prospect to the west. The lake is agi- 
tated, violent roanng and 'rushing of wind, with thunder and 
lightning at intervals. 

Kunz op Gehsau, Fisherman and Boy. 

Kunz. I saw it with these eyes ! Believe me, friend, 

It happen’d all precisely as IVe said. 

Fisher. Tell made a prisoner and borne off to Kiissnacht, 
The best man in the land, the bravest arm. 

Had we resolved to strike for liberty ! 

Kunz. The Viceroy takes him up the lake in person : 

They were about to go on board, as I 
Left Fliielen ; but stiU the gathering storm, 

That drove me here to land so suddenly, 

Perchance has hindered their abrupt departure. 
Fisher. Our Tell in chains, and in the Viceroy’s power ! 

0, trust me, Gessler will entomb him, where 
He never more shall see the light of day ; 

For, Tell once free, tlie iyrant well might dread 
The just revenge of one so deep incensed. 

Kunz. The old Laiidamraan, too—von Attinghaus — 

They say, is lying at the point of death. 

Fisher. Then the last anchor of our hopes gives way ! 

He was the only man that dared to raise 
His voice in favour of the people’s rights. 

Kunz. The storm grows worse and worse. So, fare ye well ! 
I'll go and seek out quarters in the village. 

There’s not a chance of getting off to-day. \Emt. 
Fisher. Tell dragg’d to prison, and the Baron dead ! 

Now, tyranny, exalt thy insolent front, — 

Throw shame aside ! The voice of truth is silenced. 
The eye that watch’d for us, in darkness closed* 

The arm that should have struck thee down, in chains ! 
Boy. . . Tis hailing hard — come, let us to the cottage ! 

This is no weather to be out in, father ! 

Fisher. Rage on, ye winds ! Ye lightnings, flash tout fires ! 
Burst, ye swollen clouds ! Ye cataracts of Heaven, 
Descend, and drown the countiy ! In the germ, 
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Destroy the generations yet unborn ! 

Ye savage elements, be lords of all ! 

Ketum, ye beai-s ; ye ancient wolves, return 
To this wide bowling waste ! The land is yours ! 
Who would live here, when liberty is gone ! 

Bot. . . Hark! Howthewmdwhi6tles,and the whirlpool roars; 

I never saw a storm so fierce as this I 
Fisheb. To level at the head of his own child ! 

Never had father such command before. 

And shall not nature, rising in wild wrath, 

Hevolt against the deed ? I should not marvel. 
Though to the lake these rocks should bow their heads, 
Though yonder pinnacles, yon towers of ice, 

That, since creation’s dawn, have known no thaw. 
Should, from their lofty summits, melt away, — 
Though yonder mountains, yon primeval cliffs. 
Should topple down, and a new deluge whelm 
Beneath its waves all living men’s abodes ! 

[Bells heard. 

Boy. . . Hark, they are ringing on the mountain, yonder ! 
They surely see some vessel in distress, 

And toll the bell that we may pray for it. 

[Ascends a rock. 

Fisher. Woe to the bark that now pursues its course. 

Rock’d in the cradle of these storm-tost waves \ 

Nor helm nor steersman here can aught avail ; 

The storm is master. Man is like a ball, 

Toss’d 'twixt the winds and billows. Far or near, 
No haven offei's him its fiiendly shelter ! 

Without one ledge to grasp, the sheer smooth rocks 
Look down on his despair inhospitably. 

And only tender liim their flinty breasts. 

Boy {caUiTig from above). 

Father, a ship ; and bearing down from Fliielen ! 
Fisher. Heaven pity the poor wretches ! When the storm 
Is once entangled in this strait of ours. 

It rages like some savage beast of prey, 

Struggling against its cage’s iron bars 1 
Howling, It seeks an outlet — ^all in vain; 

For the rocks hedge it round on every side, 

Walling the narrow pass as high as Heaven. 

[He abends a cliff. 
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Boy. . . It is the Governor of Uri’s ship ; 

By its red poop 1 know it, and the Bag. 

Fishee. Judgments of Heaven ! Yes, it is he himself. 

It is the governor ! Yonder ho sails, 

And with him bears the burden of his crimes ! 

Soon has the arm of the avenger found him ; 

Now over him he knows a mightier lord. 

These weaves yield no obedience to his voice, 

These rocks bow not their heads befoi’e his cap. 

Boy, do not pray ; stay not the Judge’s arm ! 

Boy. . . I pray not for the governor — I praj’' 

For Tell, who is on board the ship witli him. 

Fishee, Alas, ye blind, unreasoning elements ! 

Must ye, in punishing one guilty head, 

Destroy the vessel and the pilot too ‘? 

Boy. . . See, see, they’ve clear’d tho Buggisgrat*; but now 
The blast, rebounding from the Devil’s Minster 
Has driven them back on the Great Axenberg 
I cannot see them now. 

Fisheeman. The Hakmesser* 

Is there, that’s founder’d many a gallant ship. 

If they should fail to double that with skill, 

Their bark will go to pieces on the rocks, 

That hide their jagged peaks below the lalce. 

They have on board the very best of pilots. 

If any man can save them, Tell is he ; 

But he is manacled both hand and foot. 

[Enter William: Teli., with his crossbow. He 
enters precipitately ^ looks wildly rounds and tes- 
tifies the most violent agitation . When he reaches 
the centre of the stage, he throws hhnselfupon his 
hneest and stretches ont his hands, first towards 
the earth, then towards Heaven. 

Boy {observing him). 

See, father ! Who is that man, kneeling yonder ? 
Fisher. He clutches at the earth with both his hands. 

And looks as though he were beside himself. 

Boy (advancing). 

What do I see ? Father, come here, and look ! 

* Itocks on the shore of the Lake of Lucerne. 
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Fisherman {approackei). 

Who is it ? God in Heaven ! What ! William Tell ! 
How came you hither ? Speak, Tell ! 

Boy. Were you not 

In yonder ship, a prisoner, and in chains ? 

Fisher. Were they not bearing you away to Kussnacht? 
Tell {rising), I am released. 

Fisherman and Boy. Beleased, oh miracle ! 

Boy. . . Whence came you here ? 

Tell, From yonder vessel ! 

Fisherman. What? 

Boy. . . Where is the Viceroy ? 

Tell. Drifting on the waves. 

Fisher. Is’t possible ? But you ! How are you here? 

How ’scaped you from your fetters and the storm ? 
Tell. By God’s most gracious providence. Attend. 
Fisher, and Boy. Say on, say on ! 

Tell. You know what passed at Altdorf ? 

Fisher. I do — say on ! 

Teix. How I was seized and bound, 

And order’d by the governor to Kussnacht. 

Fisher. And how with you at Flueleri he embarked. 

All this we know. Say, how have you escaped ? 
Tell. I lay on deck, fast bound with cords, disarm’d. 

In utter hopelessness. I did not think 
Again to see the gladsome light of day. 

Nor the dear faces of my wife and children. 

And eyed disconsolate the waste of waters. — 
Fisher. Oh, wretched man ! 

Tell. Tlien we put forth ; the Viceroy, 

Rudolph der Harms, and their suite. My bow 
And quiver lay astem beside the helm ; 

And just as we had reached the comer, near 
The Littlo Axen’*^, Heaven ordain’d it so, 

That from the Gotthardfs gorge, a hurricane 
Swept down upon us with such headlong force, 

That every rower’s heart within him sank, 

And all on board look’d for a wateiy gmve. 

Then heaord I one of the attendant train, 


A rode on the shoie of the Luke of Lneeme. 
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Turning to Gessler, in this strain accost him : 

You see our danger, and your own, my lord, 

And that we hover on the verge of death. 

The boatmen there arfe powerless from fear. 

Nor are they confident what course to take ; — 

Now, here is Tell, a stout and fearless man, 

And knows to steer wdth more than common skilL 
How if we should avail ourselves of him 
In this emergency ?” Tlie Viceroy then 
Address'd me thus: “ If thou wilt undertake 
To bring us through tliis tempest safely. Tell, 

I might consent to free thee from thy bonds.'* 

I answer'd, “ Yes, my lord, with Gods assisttxnce, 

111 see what can be done with help of Heaven !” 

On this they loosed me from my bonds, and I 
Stood by the helm and fairly steer'd along ; 

Yet ever eyed my shooting gear askance, 

And kept a watchful eye upon the shore, 

To find some point where I might leap to land : 

And when I had descried a shelving crag, 

That jutted, smooth atop, into the lake — 

Fisheb. I know’t. It lies at foot of Ihe Great Axen. 

But ’tis so steep, I never could have dreamt 
'Twas possible to leap to it from the boat. 

Tell. I bade the men put forth their utmost might, 

Until we came before the shelving crag. 

For there, I said, the danger will be past ! 

Stoutly they pull'd, and soon we near’d the point ; 
One prayer to God for his assisting grace, 

And straining every muscle, I brought round 
The vessel’s stem close to the rocky wall ; 

Then snatching up my weapons, xvith a bound 
I swimg myself upon the flattened shell, 

And with my feet thrast off, with all my might. 

The puny bark into the hell of waters. 

There let it drift about, as Heaven ordains I 
Thus am I here, deliver'd from the might 
Of l^e dread storm, aud man, more diraadful stilL 
Fisheb. Tell, Tell, the Lord has manifestly wrought 
A miracle in thy behalf! 1 scarce 
Can credit my own eyes* But tell me, now. 
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Whither you purpose to betahe yourself? 

For you will be in peril, should the Viceroy 
Chance to escape this tempest with his life. 

Tell. I heard him say, as 1 lay bound on board, 

His purpose was to disembark at Brunnen ; 

And, crossing Schwytz, convey me to his castle. 
Fisheh. Means he to go by land ? 

Tell. So he intends. 

Fjsher. Oh, then, conceal yourself without delay ! 

Not twice will Heaven release you from his grasp. 
Teli.. Which is the nearest way to Arth and Kiissnacht ? 
Fisher. The public road leads by the way of Steinen, 

But there's a nearer ro^/and more retired, 

That goes by Ijowerz, which my boy can show you. 
Tell (j^ives him his hand). 

May Heaven reward your kindness ! ‘Fare ye well. 

[As he is going, he comes hack. 
Did not you also take the oath at Rootli? 

1 heard your name, methinks. 

Fisherman. Yes, I was there, 

And took the oath of the confederacy. 

Tell. Then do me this one favour : speed to Biirglen — 
My wife is anxious at my absence — tell her 
That 1 am free, and in secure concealment. 

Fisher. But whither shall 1 tell her you have fled? 

Tell. You’ll find her father with her, and some more. 

Who took the oath with you upon the Rootli ; 

Bid them be resolute, and strong of heart, — 

For Tell is free and master of his arm ; 

They shall hear further new^s of me ere long. 
Fisher. What have you, then, in view? Come, tell me 
frankly I 

Tell. When once *tis done, ’twill be in every mouth. [Exit. 
Fisher. Show him the way, boy. Heaven be his support ! 

Whate’er he has resolved, hell execute. [Exit. 

Scene II. 

Baronial mansion of Attinghausen. The Baron upon a 
couch dying. Walter Fubst, Stauffagher, Melohthal, 
and Baumoarten attending round him. Walter Tell 
kneeling before the dying man. 

Furst. All now is over with him. He is gone. 
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Stauff. He lies not like one dead. The feather, see, 

Mores on his lips ! His sleep is ^eiy calm, 

And on his features plays a placid smile. 

[Baumoabten goes to the door and speaks 
some one. 

Furst. Who's there ? 

Baumgarten {returning). 

Tells wife, your daughter, she insists 
That she must spoak wilii you, and see her hoy. 

[Walter Tell rises. 

Fubst. I who need comfort — can I comfort her ? 

Does every sorrow centre on my head ? 

Hedwig { forcing her way in). 

Where is my child ? Unhand me ! I must see hiin. 
Stauff. Be calm ! Eeflect you're in the house of death ! 
Hedwig {falling upon her boy's neck). 

My W^ler! Oh, he yet is mine ! 

Wai.ter. Dear mother I 

Hedw. And is it surely so ? Art thou unhurt? 

[Gazing at him with anxious tenderness. 
And is it possible he aim'd at thee ? 

How could he do it? Oh, he has no heart — 

And he could wing an arrow at his child ! 

Furst. His soul was rack’d w'ih anguish when he did it. 

No choice was left him, but to shoot or die ! 

Hedw. Oh, if he had a father s heart, he would 

Have sooner perish'd by a thousand deaths ! 

Stauff. You should be grateful for God's gracious care. 

That ordered things so well. 

Hedwig. Can I forget 

What might have been the issue. God of Heaven ! 
Were I to live for centuries, I still 
Should see my boy tied up, — his father's mark,— 
And still the shaft would quiver in my heart! 
Melch, You know not how the Viceroy taunted him ! 

Hedw. Oh, ruthless heart of man ! Offend his pride. 

And reason in his breast forsakes her seat ; 

. In his blind wrath hell stake upon a cast 
A child's existenoe, and a mother's heart! 

Baum. Is then your husband's fate not hard enough, 

That you embitter it by such repioaicliea ? 

Have you no feeling for his Buffering ? 
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Hedwig {titrning to him and gazing fall upon him). 

Hast thou tears only for thy friend's distress? 

Say, where were you when he — my noble Tell, 

Was bound in chains? Where was your friendship 
then ? 

The shameful wrong was done before your eyes ; 
Patient you stood, and let your friend be dragged. 
Ay, from your very hands. Did ever Tell 
Act thus to you ? Did he stand whining by 
When on your heels the Viceroy's horsemen press'd, 
And full before you roared the stonn-toss’d lake ? 

Oh not with idle tears be show'd his pity ; 

Into the boat he sprung, Torgot his home. 

His wife^ his children, and delivered thee ! 

Fubst. It had been madness to attempt his rescue. 

Unarm’d, and few in numbers as we were? 

Hedwig (casting herself upon his boso7n). 

Oh, father, and thou, too, hast lost my Tell 1 
The country — all have lost him ! All lament 
His loss ; and, oh, how he must pine for us ! 

Heaven keep his soul from sinking to despair! 

No friend’s consoling voice can penetrate 
His dreary dungeon walls. Should he fall sick ! 

Ah ! In the vapours of Uie murky vault 
He must fall sick. Even as the Alpine rose 
Grows pale and withers in the swampy air. 

There is no life for him, but in the sun, 

And in the balm of Heaven’s refreshing breeze. 
Imprison’d ! Liberty to him is breath ; 

He cannot live in the rank dungeon air ! 

Stauff. Pray you be calm! And hand in hand, well all 
Combine to burst his prison doors. 

Hedwig. Without him, 

What have you power to do ? While Tell was free, 
There still, indeed, was hope — weak innocence 
Had still a friend, and the oppress’d a stay. 

Tell saved you all ! You cannot all combined 
Eelease him from his cruel prison bonds. 

[Ths Babok wakes, 

Baum. Hush, hush ! He starts! 

Attikohausen (sUHng t^). Where is be? 
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Staupfachek. Who ? 

Attinghausen. Ho leaves me,— 

In my last moments he abandons me. 

Staxjff. He means his nephew. Have they sent for him? 
Furst. He has been summoned. Cheerly sir! Take comfort! 

He has found his heart at last, and is our own. 
Atting. Say, has he spoken for his native land ? 

Staxjff. Ay, like a hero I 

Attinghausen. Wherefore comes he not, 

That he may take my blessing ere I die ? 

I feel my life fast ebbing to a close. 

Stauff. Nay, talk not thus, dear sir I This last short sleep 
Has much refresh’d you, and your eye is bright. 
Atting. Life is but pain, and even that has left me ; 

Jdy sufferings, like my hopes, have pass'd away. 

[Observing the hoy. 

What boy is that ? 

Furst. Bless him. Oh, good my lord I 

He is my grandson, and is fatherless. 

[Hedwig kneeh mth the hoy before the dying man. 
Atting. And fatherless — I leave you all, ay all ! 

Oh, wretched fate, that these old eyes should see 
My country's ruin, as they close in death ! 

Must I attain the utmost verge of life, 

To feel my hopes go with me to the grave ? 
Stauffacheu (to Furst). 

Shall he depart 'mid grief and gloom like this ? 

Shall not his parting moments be illumed 
By hope’s delightful beams ? My noble lord, 

Raise up your drooping spirit ! We are not 
Forsalien quite— past all deliverance. 

Atting. Who shall deliver you? 

Furst. Ourselves. For know 

The Cantons three are to each other pledged. 

To hunt the tyrants from the land. The league 
Has been concluded, and a sacred oath 
Confirms our union. Ere another year 
Begins its circling course — the blow shall fall. 

In a free land your ashes shall repose. 

Atting. The league concluded ! Is it really so ? 

Melch. On one day shall the Cantons rise together. 
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All is prepared to strike — and to this hour 
The secret closely kept, though hundreds share it : 
The ground is hollow ’neath tiie tyrants’ feet ; 

Their days of rale are number’d, and ere long 
No trace of their dominion shall remain. 

Attino. Ay, but their castles, how to master them? 

Melcii. On the same day they, too, are doom’d to fall. 
Atting. And are the nobles parties to this league ? 

Stauff. We trast to their assistance should we need it; 

As yet the peasantry alone have sworn. 

Atting. [raising hhisdf up, in great a8tonishme7it.) 

And have the peasantry dared such a deed 
On their own charge, without the nobles’ aid — 
Relied so much on their own proper strength ? 

Nay then, indeed, tliey want our help no more ; 

We may go down to death cheer’d by the thought. 

That after us the majesty of man 

Will live, and be maintain’d by other hands. 

[He lays his hand upon the head of the child t who 
is kneeling before him. 

From tliis boy’s bead, whereon the apple lay, 

Your new and better liberty shall spring; 

The old is crumbling down — the times are changing — 
And from the ruins blooms a fairer life. 
Stauffacher (to Furst). 

See, see, what splendour streams around his eye ! 
This is not Nature’s last expiring flame, 

It is the beam of renovated life. 

Acting. From their old towers the nobles are descending. 
And swearing in the towns the civic oath. 

In Uechtland and Thurgau the work’s begun ; 

The noble Bern lifts her commanding he^, 

And Freyburg is a stronghold of the free ; 

The stirring Zurich calls her guilds to arms ; — 

And now, behold ! — the ancient might of kings 
Is shiver’d ’gainst her everlasting walls. 

[Ha speaks what follows with a prophetic tone ; 
his utterance rising into entJvusiasm. 

I see the princes and their haughty peers, 

Clad all in steel, come striding on to crush 
A harmless shepherd race with mailed hand. 
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Desperate the conflict : ’tis for life or death ; 

And many a pass will tell to after years 
Of glorious victories sealed in foemmi s blood -i' . 

The peasant throws himself with naked breast, 

A willing victim on their serried lances. 

They yield— -the flower of chivalry’s cut down, 

And freedom waves her conquering banner high ! 
[Grasps the hands of Walteb Fuhst and Stauf- 

FACHEK. 

Hold fast together, then,— for ever fast ! 

Let freedom’s haunts be one in heart and mind ! 

Set watches on your mountain tops, that league 
May answer league, when comes the hour to strike. 

Be one— be one — be one 

[He falls back upon the cushion. His lifeless 
haaids continm to grasp those of Furst and 
Stauffachee, who regard him for some mo- 
ments in silence^ and then retire^ overcome with 
sorrow. Meanwhile the servants have quietly 
pressed into the chamber, testifying different de- 
grees of grief. Some kned down beside him 
and weep on his body : while this scene is pass- 
ing, the castle bell tolls, 

Kudenz {entering hurriedly). 

Lives he ? Oh say, can he still hear my voice ? 
Furst {averting his fa,ce\ 

You are our seignior and protector now ; 

Hencefortli this castle bears another name. 

Buderz {gazing at the body with deep emotion). 

Oh, God ! Is my repentance, then, too late ? 

Could he not live some few brief moments more. 

To see the change that lias come o’er my heart? 

Oh, I was deaf to his true counselling voice 
WMe yet he walked on earth. Now he is gone, — 

* An allusion to the gallant sdf-devotion of Arnold Stnitlian of Winkeb 
tied, at the battle of S^mpach, [Sth July, 1386 J who broke the Austrian 
phakaz by rushing on their grasping as many of them as he could 

reach, and concentEating them upon hU br^st. The eenfedeiates rushed 
forward through^he gap thus opened by the sacrifice of their comrade, broke 
and cut down their enemy’s ranks, and soon became the masters of the field. 

Dear and fiuflifol confedecates, I wiR open you a passage. Fiotect my 
wife and childra^’* were like wusAs of Wiaktirik, aa he naked to death. 
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Gone, and for ever, — leaving me the debt — 

The heavy debt I owe him — undischarged ! 

Oh, tell me ! did he part in anger with me ? 

Staiiff. When dying, he was told what you had done, 

And bless’d the valour that inspired your words ! 
(kneeling down beside the dead body). 

Yes, sacred relics of a man belov^ ! 

Thou lifeless corpse ! Here, on thy death-cold hand, 
Do I abjure aD foreign ties for ever ! 

And to my country’s cause devote myself. 

I am a Switzer, and will act as one, 

With my whole heart and soul. [Rises. 

• Mourn forour friend. 
Our common parent, yet be not dismay’d t 
Tis not alone liis lands that I inherit, — 

His heart— his spirit, have devolved on me ; 

And my young arm shall execute the task. 

For which his hoary age remain’d your debtor. 

Give me your hands, ye venerable fathers ! 

Thine, Melchthal, too I Nay, do not hesitate, 

Nor from me turn distrustfully away. 

Accept my plighted vow — my knightly oatli ! 

Fubst. Give him your hands, my friends I A heart like his. 
That sees and owns its error, claims our trust. 
Meloh. You ever held the peasantry in scorn. 

What surety have we, that you mean us fair ? 

Run. . . Oh, think not of the error of my youth ! 
Stauffachbe («o Melchthal). 

Be one ! They were our father’s latest words. 

See they be not forgotten ! 

Melch. Take my hand, — 

A peasant’s hand, — and with it, noble sir. 

The gage and the assurance of a man ! 

Without us, sir, what would the nobles be ? 

Our order is more ancient, too, thmi yoiiis ! 

Run. . . I honour it, and with my sword will shield it ! 
Melch. The utn, my lord, that tames the stubborn earth, 
Aud mali^ its bosom blossom with increase. 

Can also shield a man’s defenceless breast. 

Run. . . Then you shall shield my breast, and 1 will yours ; 
Thus eadi he strengthen'd by the others aid 1 
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Yet wherefore talk we, while our nativa land 
Is still to alien tyranny a prey ? 

First let us sweep the foeman from the soil, 

Then reconcile our difiPerence in peace ! 

[After a movn^t's pause. 
How ! You are silent ! Not a word for me ? 

And have I yet no title to your trust ?— 

Then must I force my way, despite your will, 

Into the League you secretly have form’d. 

You’ve held a Diet on the Rootli, — I 

Know this, — know all that was transacted there ! 

And though I was not trusted with your secret, 

1 still have kept it like a sacred pledge* 

Trust me, I never was my country’s foe, 

Nor would I e’er have ranged myself against you ! 
Yet you did wrong — ^your rising to defer. 

Time presses ! We must strike, and swiftly too ! 
Already Tell lias fallen a sacrifice 
To your delay. 

Statiff. We swore to wait till Christmas. 

Run. . . I was not there, — I did not take tlie oath. 

If you delay, I will not ! 

Melchthal. What ! You would— 

Rud. . . I count me now among tho country’s £a,thers, 

And to protect you is my foremost duty. 

Furst. Within the earth to lay these dear remains. 

That is your nearest and most ssjcred duty. 

Run. . . When we have set the country ^e, we’ll place 
Our fresh victorious wreaths upon his bier. 

Oh, my dear friends, ’tis not your cause alone ! — 

I have a cause to battle with the tyrants, 

That more concerns myself. Know, that my Bertha 
Has disappear’d,— been carried off by stealth, — 
Stolen from amongst us by their ruffian hands I 
Stauff. And has the tyrant dared so fell an outrage 
Against a lady free and nobly bom ? 

Rm . . Alas ! my ^ends, I promised help to you, 

And 1 must first im^ore it for myself! 

She that I love, is stolen— is forced away, 

And who knows where the tyrant has conceal'd her, 
Or with what outanges his ruffian crew 
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Hay force her into nuptials she detests? 

Forsake me not !~Oh help me to her rescue. 

* She loves you ! Well* oh well, has she deserved. 
That all should rush to arms in her behalf ! 

ST 4 TJFF. What course do you propose ? 

IluDENZ. Alas ! I know not. 

Ill the dark mystery that shrouds her fate, — 

In the dread agony of tliis suspense, — 

Where I can grasp at nought of certainty. 

One single ray of comfort beams upon me. 

From out the ruins of the tyrant’s power 
Alone can she be rescued from the grave. 

Their strongholds must be*leveird ! every one. 

Ere we can pierce into her gloomy prison. 

Melch. Come, lead us on ! We follow ! Why defer 
Until to-morrow, what to-day may do ? 

Tell’s arm was free when we at Eootli swore, 

This foul enormity was yet undone. 

And change of circumstance brings change of law ; 
Who such a coivard as to waver still ? 

Eudenz {to Walter Ftjbst). 

Meanwhile to arms, and wait in readiness 
The fieiy signal on the mountain tops. 

For swifter than a boat can scour the lake 
Shall you have tidings of our victory ; 

And when you see the welcome flames ascend, 

Then, like the lightning, swoop upon the foe, 

And lay the despots and their creatures low ! 

Scene III. 

The pass near Kussnacht, sloping down from behind^ with rocks 
on either side. The travellers are visible upon the heightSy 
before they appear on the stage. Rocks all round the stage. 
Upon one of the foremost a projecting cliff overgrown with 
brushwood. 

Tell (enters with his crossbow). 

Here thro’ this deep deflle he needs must pass ; 
There leads no other road to Eiissnacht : — ^here 
111 do it: — the opportunity is good. 

Yon aider tree stands well for my concealment. 
Thence my avenging shaft will sorely reach him ; 

M M 
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The straitness of the path forbids pursmt. 

Now, Gessler, balance thine account with Heaven ! 
Thou must away from earth, — ^tby sand is run. 

I led a peaceful inoffensive life ; — 

My bow was bent on forest game alone. 

And my pure soul was free from thoughts of murder— 
But thou hast scared me from my dream of peace ; 
The milk of human kindness thou hast turned 
To rankling poison in my breast ; and made 
Appalling deeds familiar to my soul. 

He who could make his own child’s bead his mark, 
Can speed his arrow to bis focman’s heart. 

My children dear, my lov’d and faithful wife, 

Must he protected, tyrant, from thy fury ! — 

When last I drew my bow — with trembling hand — 
And thou, with murderous joy* a father forced 
To level at his child — when, all in vain. 

Writhing before thee, I implored thy mercy — 

Then in the agony of my soul, I vow’d 
A fearful oath, which met God’s ear alone, 

That when my how next wing’d an arrow’s flight, 

Its aim should he thy heart. — The vow I made, 

Amid the hellish tonnents of that moment, 

I hold a sacred debt, and J w^ill pay it. 

Thou art my lord, my Emperor’s delegate; 

Yet would the Empordr not have stretch’d his power 
So far as thou. — He sent thee to these Cantons 
To deal forth law — stern law — for he is anger’d ; 

But not to wanton with unbridled will 
In every cruelty, with fiend-like joy : — 

There is a God to punish and avenge. 

Come forth, thou hringer once of hitter pangs, 

My precious jewpel now, — my chiefest treasure — 

A mark 111 set thee, which the ciy of grief 
Could never penetrate, — but thou shalt pierce it.— 
And thou, my trusty bowstring, that so eft 
Has me fifthfiolly in eportise seenea. 
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Desert me not in this most serious hour^ 

Only be true this once, my own good cord. 

That hast so often wing’d the biting shaft : — 

For shouldst thou fly successless from my hand, 

I haye no second to send after thee, 

[Travellers pass over the stage. 

Til sit me down upon this bench of stone, 

Hewn for the way-worn traveller’s brief repose — 

For here there is no home. — Each hurries by 
The other, with quick step and careless look. 

Nor stays to question of liis grief. — Here goes 
The merchant, full of care, — the pilgrim, next. 

With slender scrip, — and then the pious monk. 

The scowling robber, and the jovial player, 

The cai'rier with his heavy-laden horse. 

That comes to us from the far haunts of men ; 

For every road conducts to the world’s end. 

They all push onwards— every man intent 
Each on his separate business— mine is murder. 

down. 

Time was, ray dearest children, when with joy 
You hail’d your father’s safe return to home 
From his long mountain toils ; for, when he came. 
He ever brought some little present with him. 

A lovely Alpine flower — a curious bird — 

Or elf-boat, found by wanderer on the hills. — 

But now he goes in quest of other game : 

In the wild pass he sits, and broods on murder ; 

And watches for Uie life-blood of his foe. — 

But still his thoughts are fixed on you alone, 

Dear children. — Tis to guard your innocence, 

To shield you from the tyrant’s fell revenge, 

He bends his bow to do a deed of blood ! [Rises. 

Well — I am watching for a noble prey — 

Does not the huntsman, with severest toil, 

Eoam for whole days, amid the winter’s cold. 

Leap with a daring bound from roek to rock,— 

And climb the jagged, slippery ste^, to which 
His limbs are glimd by his &mi etseaming blood-— 

H M 2 
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And all this but to gain a wretched chamois ! 

A far more precious prize is now my aim — 

The heart of that dire foe, who would destroy me. 
[Sj)riffktly music heard in the distance, which comes 
gradually nearer. 

From my first years of boyhood I have used 
The bow — been practised in the archer's feats ; 

The bull 9 eye many a time my shafts have hit. 

And many a goodly prize have 1 brought home, 

Won in the games of skill. — This day I’ll make 
My master-shot, and win the highest prize 
Within the whole circumference of the mountains. 

[A marriage train passes over the stage, and goes 
up the pass. Tell gazes at it, leaning on his 
bow. He is joined by Stussi the Hanger. 

Rtussi. There goes the bridal party of the steward 
Of Morlischtichen’s cloister. He is rich ! 

And has some ten good pastures on the AIjjs. 

He goes to fetch his bride from Imisee, 

There will be revelry to-night at Kiissnacht. 

Come with us— ev’ry honest man’s invited. 

Tell. A gloomy guest fits not a wedding feast. 

Stussi. If grief oppress you, dash it from your heait ! 

Bear with your lot. The times are heavy now. 

And we must snatch at pleasure while we can. 

Here ’tis a bridal, there a burial. 

Tell. And oft the one treads close upon the other. 

Stussi. So runs the world at present. Everywhere 
We meet with woe and misery enough. 

There’s been a slide of earth in Glams, and 
A whole side of the Glumisch has fallen in. 

Tell. Strange ! And do even the hills begin to totter? 

There is stability for nought on earth. 

Stussi. Strange tidings, too, we hear from other parts. 

1 spoke with one hut now, that came from Baden, 
Who said a knight was on his way to court, 

And, as he rode along, a swarm of wasps 
Surrounded him, and settling on bis horse, 

So fiercely stung the beast, that it fell dead, 

And he proceed^ to the court on foot. 
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Tell. Even the weak are famish’d with a sting. 

AnMGAiiT (enters with several hhildren, and places herself at the 
entrance of the pass). 

Stussl *Tis thought to bode disaster to the countiy,— 

Some horrid deed against the course of nature. 

TEiJi. Why, every day brings forth such fearful deeds ; 

There needs no miracle to tell their coining. 

Stussi. Too true! He’s bless’d, who tills his field in peace. 
And sits untroubled by his own fireside. 

Tell. The very meekest cannot rest in quiet, 

Unless it suits with his ill neighbour’s humour. 
[Tell loolts frequently with restless expectation to- 
wards the top of the pass. 

Stussi. So fare you well 1 You’re waiting some one here ? 
Tell. 1 am. 

Stussi. A pleasant meeting with your friends ! 

You are from Uri, are you not? His grace 
The governor’s expected thence to-day. 

Traveller {entering). 

Look not to see the governor to-day. 

The streams are flooded by the heavy rains, 

And all the bridges have been swept away. 

[Tell rises. 

Armgart {cenning forward). 

The Viceroy not arriv’d ? 

Stussi. And do you seek him? 

Arm. . . Alas, I do ! , 

S'lussi. But why thus place yourself 

Where you obstmct his passage down the pass? 

Arm. . . Here he cannot escape me. He must hear me. 
Friess. {coming hastily doum the pass, and calls upon the stage). 
Moke way, make way ! My lord, the governor, 

Is coming down on horseback close behind me. 

[Exit Tell. 

Abmoabt (with animation). 

Ihe Viceroy comes ! 

[She goes towards the pass with her children, 
Gessler and Bupolfh deb HARRAa appear 
upon the heights on horseback. 

Stussi (to Priesshabdt). How got ye through the stream. 
When all the bridges have been carried down ? 
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We’ve battled the billows; and, my friend^ 

An Alpine torrent’s nothing after that 
How ! Were you out, then, in that dreadful storm ? 
Ay, that we were ! I shall not soon forget it. 

Stay, speak — 

I cannot. 1 must to the castle, 

And tell them, that the governor’s at hand. [Eadt. 
If honest men, now, had been in the ship, 

It had gone down with every soul on board : — 

Some folks are proof ’gainst hre and water both. 

[Lookinff round. 

Where has the huntsman gone, with whom I spoke ? 

[Exit. 

Enter Gessler and Rudolph der Hariias on horseback. 

Gessl. Say what you please ; I am the Emperor’s servant, 
And my first care must be to do his pleasure. 

He did not send me here to fawn and cringe 
And coax these boors into good humour. No ! 
Obedience he must have. We soon shall see, 

If king or peaeant is to lord it here ? 

Arm. . . Now is the moment ! Now for my petition ! 

Gessl, ’Twas not in sport tliat I set up the cap 

In Altdorf — or to try the people s hearts — 

All this I knew before. I set it up 

That they might learn to bend those stubborn necks 

They cany far too proudly — ^and 1 placed 

What well I knew their eyes could never brook 

Full in the road, which they perforce must pass, 

That, when their eye fell on it. they might call 

That lord to mind whom they too much forget. 

Har. . . But sorely, sir, the people have some rights — 
Gessl. This is no time to settle what they are. 

Great projects are at work, and hatching now. 

The Imperial house seeks to extend its power. 

Those vast designs of conquest, which the sire 
Hlus gloriously begun, the son will end. 

This petty nation is a stimibling-ldodc — 

One way or other, it mu^ be effected. 

]ThBy are about to pass on. Aeugabt tfiroua 
hersidf down before Gebsi^. 


Fbiess. 

Stussi. 

Friess. 

Stussi. 

Fbiess. 

Stussi. 
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Arm. . . Mercy, lord governor ! Oh, pardon, pardon ! 

Gessl. Why do you cross me on public road ? 

Stand back, I say. 

Abmgart. My husband lies in prison ; 

My wretched orphans cry for bread. Have pity, 
Pity, my lord, upon our sore distress ! 

Hab. . . Who are you, woman ; and who is your husband ? 
Arm. . . A poor wild-hay-man of the Rigiberg, 

Kind sir, who on the brow of the abyss, 

Mows down the grass from steep and craggy shelves, 
To which the very cattle dare not climb. 

Habeas {to Gessler). 

By Heaven ! a sad and nuserable life ! 

I prithee, give the wretched man his freedom. 

How great soever his offence may be, 

His horrid trade is punishment enough. 

[To Abmgabt. 

You shall have justice. To the castle bring 
Your suit. This is no place to deal with it. 

Arm. . • No, no, I will not stir from where I stand, 

Until your grace restore my l^usband to me. 

Six months already has he been in prison. 

And waits the sentence of a judge in vain. 

Gessl. How ! would you force me, woman ? Hence ! Begone ! 
Arm. . . Justice, my lord ! Ay, justice ! Thou art judge : 

The deputy of the Emperor — of Heaven. 

Then do thy duty, — as thou hopest for justice 
From Him who rules above, show it to us ! 

Gessl. Hence, drive this daring mob out of my sight ! 
ARHaABT {seizing his horse's reins). 

No, no, by Heaven, JVe nothing more to lose. — 
Thou stirr St not, Viceroy, from this spot, untii 
Thou dost me fullest justice. Knit thy brows, 

And roll tli^^ eyes — I fear not. Our distress 
Is so extreme, so boundless, that we care 
No longer for thine anger. 

Gessler. Woman, hence ! 

Give way, T say, or I will ride thee down. 

Arm. . . Well, do so — there — 

[Throm her children and herself i^n the ground 
hefore^ him. 
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Here on the ground I lie, 

1 and my children. Let the wretched orphans 
Be trodden by thy horse into the dust ! 

It will not be tlie worst, that thou hast done. 

Har. . . Are you mad, woman ? 

Abmgart (continuing with vehemence). 

Many a day thou hast 

Trampled the Emperor’s lands beneath thy feet. 

Oh, I am but a woman ! Were I man, 

I’d find some better thing to do, than here 
Lie grovelling in the dust. 

\The music of the wedding party is again heard 
from the top of the pcLss, hut more softly, 
Gessleb. Where are my knaves ? 

Drag her away, lest I forget myself. 

And do some deed I may repent hereafter. 

Har. . . My loid, the servants cannot force a passage ; 

The pass is block’d up by a marriage party. 

Gessl. Too mild a ruler am I to this people. 

Their tongues are all too bold — nor have they yet 
Been tamed to due submission, as they shall be. 

I must take order for the remedy ; 

I will subdue this stubborn mood of theirs. 

And crush the Soul of Liberty within them. 

Ill publish a new law throughout the lands ; 

I will— 

[An arrow pierces him, — he puts his hand on his 
heart and is about to sink — with a feeble voice. 
Oh God, have mercy on my soul I 
Har. . . My lord ! my lord ! Oh God ! What’s this ? Whence 
came it ? 

Abmgart {starts up\ 

Dead, dead ! He reels, he falls ! Tis in his heart ! 
Harras {springs from his horse), 

lliis is most horrible ! Oh Heavens ! sir knight, 
Address yourself to God and pray for mercy,— 

You are a dying man. 

Gessleb. That shot was Tell’s. 

[He slides from his horse into the arms of Ru- 
dolph DEB Harras, who lays Kim down upon 
the bench. Tell appears above upon the rocks . 
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Tell. Thou know'st the archer, seek no other hand. 

Our cottages are free, and innocence 
Secure from thee : thoult be our curse no more. 

[Tell disappears. People rush in, 
Stussi. What is the matter ? Tell me what has happen’d? 
Arm, . . The governor is shot, — kill’d by an arrow ! 

People {running in). 

Who has been shot? 

[While the foremost of the marriage party are 
coming on the stage^ the hindmost are still upon 
the heights. The music continues. 

Habeas. * He’s bleeding fast to death. 

Away, for help— pursue*‘the murderer ! 

Unhappy man, is't thus that thou must die ? 

Tliou wouldst not heed the warnings that I gave 
thee ! 

Stussi. By Heaven, his cheek is pale ! His life ebbs fast. 
Many Voices. 

Who did the deed ? 

Habras. "What ! Are the people mad, 

That they make music to a murder ? Silence ! 

[Music breaks off suddenly. People continue to 
flock in. 

Speak, if thou canst, my lord. Hast thou no charge 
To intrust me with ? 

[Gessleb makes signs with his hand, which he 
repeats with vehemence, when he finds they are 
not understood. 

What would you have me do ? 
Shall I to Kiissnacht ? I can’t guess your meaning. 
Do not give way to this impatience. Leave 
All thoughts of eai’th, and make your peace with 
Heaven. 

[The whole marriage party gather round the 
dying man. 

Stussi. See there ! how pale he grows ! Death’s gathering 
now 

About his heart his eyes grow dim and glazed. 
Ar&tOABT (holds up a child). 

Look, Aildren, how a tyrant dies ! 
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Mad Ikag! 

Have you no touch of feeling, that you look 
On horrors such as these, without a shudder? 

Help me — ^take hold. What, will not one assist 
To pull the torturing arrow from his breast? 

Women. We touch Ihe man whom God’s own hand has struck! 
Hab. . . All curses light on you ! [Dfam his sward. 

Stussi (seizes his at-m). Gently, sir knight ! 

Your power is at an end. Twere best forbear. 

Our country’s foe is fallen. We shall feel 
No further violence. We are free men. 

All. The countiy’s free ! 

Habbas. And is it come to this ? 

Fear and obedience at an end so soon ? 

[To the soldiers of the guards who are thronging in. 
You see, ray friends, the bloody piece of work 
They’ve acted here. Tis now too late for help, 

And to pursue the murderer were in vain. 

New duties claim our care. Set on to Kiissnacht, 
And let us save that fortress for the king ! 

For in an hour like this, all ties of order, 

Fealty and faith, are scatter’d to the winds. 

No man’s fidelity is to be trusted. 

[.4s he is going O't/t toUh the soldiers y six Fratres 
MtsEBicoRDiJ? appear. 

Asm. . . Here come the brotherhood of mercy. Boom ! 
Stussi. The victim’s slain, and now the ravens stoop. 
Brothers op Mercy (form a semicircle round the body, and 
sing in solemn tones). 

With hasty step death presses on, 

Nor grants to man a moment’s stay, 

He falls ere half his race be run, 

In manhoods pride is' swept away : 

Prepar’d, or unprepar’d, to die, 

He stands before ms Judge on high. 

\Wh£ie are repeating the two last lines^ the 
curtain faUs. 
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ACT V. 

SbSNE 1, 

A common near AUdoif. In the background to the right the 
Keep of Urij with the scaffold still standing^ as in the Third 
Scene of the first Act. To the left^ the view opens upon nur 
merous mountains, on all of which signal fires are burning. 
Day is breaking, and hells are heard ringing from various 
distances, 

Ruodi, Kuoni, Webni, Mastee Mason, and many other 
country people, also women and children, 

Euodi. Look at tho fiery signala on the mountains 1 
Mason. Hark to the bells above the forest there ! 

Ktjodx. The enemy’s expelled. 

Mason. The forts are taken. 

Ruodi. And we of Uii, do we still endure 

Upon our native soil, the tyrant’s Keep ? 

Are we the last to strike for liberty ? 

Mason. Shall the yoke stand, that was to bow our necks ? 

Up ! Tear it to the ground ! 

All. Down, down with it ! 

Euodi. Where’s the Stier of Uri ? 

Um. . . Here. What would ye ? 

Euodi. Up to your tower, and wind us such a blast, 

As shall resound afar, from hill to hill ; 

Bousing the echoes of each peak and glen, 

And call the mountain men iu haste together ! 

[Eant Stieb of Uri — enter Walter Fubst. 
Furst. Stay, stay, my friends ! As yet we have not leam’d 
What has been done in Unterwald and Schwytz. 
Let’s wait till we receive intelligence ! 

Euodi. Wait, wait for what? The accursed tyrant’s dead, 
And the bright day of liberty has dawn’d I 
Mason. How ! Do these fiaming sigi^s not sufiBce, 

That blaze on every mountain top around? 

Euodi. Come all, Ml to — come, men and women, all ! 
Destroy the scafbld ! Tear the arches down 1 
Down with the wedls ; let not a stone remaan ! 

Mason. Come, comrades, come ! We built it, and we know 
How best to hud it down. 
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All. 

Furst. 

Melch. 

Furst. 

Melch. 

Furst. 

Melch. 


Furst. 

Melch. 

Furst. 

Melch. 


Furst. 

Melch. 


Come ! Down ^ith it ! 
[They fall upon the building at every side. 
The floodgate’s burst They’re not to be restrained. 

[Enter Melchthal and Baumgarten. 
What ! Stands the fortress still, when Samen lies 
In ashes, and when Rossberg is a ruin ? 

You, Melchthal, here ? D’ye bring us liberty ? 

Say, have you freed the country of the foe ? 

We’ve swept them from the soil. Rejoice, my friend; 
Now, at this very moment, while we speak. 

There’s not a tynmt left in Switzerland ! 

How did you get the forts into your powder? 

Rudenz it was who with a gallant arm. 

And manly daring, took the keep at Samen. 

I had the Rossberg storm’d the night before. 

But hear, what chanced. Scarce had we driven the foe 
Forth from the keep, and given it to the flames, 
That now rose crackling upwards to the skies, 

Wlien from the blaze rush’d Diethelm, Gessler s page, 
Exclaiming, “ Lady Bertha will be burnt ! ” 

Good heavens ! 

[ The beams of the scqfoM are heard falling. 
’Twas she herself. Here had she been 
Immured in secret by the Viceroy’s orders. 

Rudenz sprang up in IVenzy. For we heard 
The beams and massive pillars crashing down. 

And through the volumed smoke the piteous shrieks 
Of the unhappy lady. 

Is she saved ? 

Here was a time for promptness and decision ! 

Had he been nothing but our baron, then 
We should have been most chary of our lives ; 

But he was our confederate, and Bertha 
Honour’d the people. So, without a thought, 

We risk’d the worst, and rush’d into the flames. 

But is she saved ? 

She is. Rudenz and I 
Bore her between us from the blazing pile. 

With crashing timbers toppling all around. 

And when she had revived, the danger past. 

And raised her eyes to meet the light of heaven, 
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The baron fell upon my breast ; and then 
A silent vow of friendship pass’d between us — 

A vow that, temper’d in yon furnace heat, 

Will last through ev’iy shock of time and fete. 
Ft’Rst. Where is the limdenberg? 

Melch. Across the Briinig. 

No fault of mine it was, that he, who quench’d 
My father’s eyesight, should go hence unharm’d. 

He fled — I followed— overtook and seized him, 

And dragg’d him to my father’s feet. The sword 
Already quiver'd o’er the caitiff* s head, 

When at the entreaty of the blind old man, 

I spared the life for which he basely pray’d. 

He swore Urphede * , riever to return : 

He‘11 keep his oath, for he has felt our arm. 

Furst. Thank God, our victory’s unstain'd by blood ! 
Children {^running across tJie stage with fragments ofwood)^ 
Liberty ! Liberty ! Hurrah, we re free ! 

Furst. Oh ! what a joyous scene ! These children will, 

E’en to their latest day, remember it. 

[Oirh hnng in the cap upon a pole. The whole 
stage is filled with people, 

Rlodt. Here is the cap, to which we were to bow ! 

Bauji. . Command us, how we shall dispose of it. 

Fdrst. Heavens ! ’Twas beneatli this cap my grandson stood I 
Several Voices. 

Destroy the emblem of the tyrant’s power ! 

Let it be burnt ! 

Fubst. No. Bather be preserved ! 

’Twas once the instrument of despots — ^now 
’Twill be a lasting symbol of our freedom. | 
[Peasants, mm, womm, and chUdren, some stand 
ing, others sitting upon the beams of the shat- 
tered scd^old, aU picturesquely grouped, in a 
large semicircle. 

Melch. Thus now, my friends, with light and meriy hearts, 

* The UKPHsna was an oath of peculiar force. When a man, who was 
at fend with another, invaded his lands and was worsted, he often made 
terms with his enemy by swearing the Urphede, by which he hoand himself 
to depart, and never to return with a hostile intention. 
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We stand upon the wreck of tyranny ; 

And gallantly have we fulhll’d the oath, 

Which we at Eootli swore, Confedemtes I 
Fubst. The work is but begun. We must be firm* 

For, be assured, the king will make all speed, 

To avenge his Viceroy s death, and reuistate, 

By force of arms, the tyi-aiit we’ve expell’d. 

Melch. Why let him come, with all his armaments ! 

The foe within has fled before our arms ; 

Well givo him welcome warmly from without ! 
Euodi. The passes to the country are but few ; 

And these well boldly cover with our bodies. 

Baum:. . We are bound by on indissoluble loague, 

And all his armies shall not make us quail. 

[Enter Rosselmann and Stauffachee. 
RossEiiMANN [speaking as he enters). 

These are the awful judgments of the Lord ! 

Peas. . What is the matter? 

Rosselmann. In what times we live ! 

Fuest. Say on, what is’t? Ha, Werner, is it you? 

What tidings ? 

Peasant. What’s the matter? 

Rosselmann. Hear and wonder ! 

Stauff. We are released from one great cause of dread. 
Rossel. The Emperor is murdered. 

Furst. Gracious Heaven ! ^ 

[Peasants rise up and throng round Stauffacher. 
All. . . Murder’d the Emp’ror? What! TheEmp’ror! Hear I 
Melgh. Impossible 1 How came you by the news ? 

Stauff. Tie true! Near Bruck, by the assassin’s hand. 

King Albert fell. A most trustworthy man, ^ 
John Muller, from Schaflhousen, brought the news. 
Fubst. Who dared commit so horrible a deed ? 

Stauff. The doer makes the deed more dreadful still ; 

It was his nephew, his own brother’s child, 

Duke John of Austria, who struck the blow* 

Helch. What drove him to the crime of parricide ? 

Stauef. The Emp’ror kept bis patrimony beck, 

Despite ^ urgent importuiiities ; y 
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Twas said, indeed, he never meant to give it, 

But ivitli a mitre to appease the duke. 

However this may be, the duke ^ve ear 
To the ill counsel of his friends in arms ; 

And with the noble lords, Von Eschenb^h, 

Von Tegerfeld, Von Wart and Palm, resolved, 

Since his demands for justice were despised. 

With his own hands to take revenge at least. 

But say, how compass'd he the dreadful deed ? 

The king was riding down from Stein to Baden, 
Upon his way to join the court at Rheinfeld, — 

With him a train of higli-bom gentlemen. 

And the young Princes John and Leopold. 

And when they’d reach’d the ferry of the Reuss, 

The assassins forced their way into the boat,- 
To separate the Emperor from his suite. 

His highness landed, and was riding on 

Across a fresh plough’d field — where once, they say, 

A mighty city stood in Pagan times — 

With Habsburg’s ancient turrets full in sight, 

Where all the grandeur of his line had birth — 
When Duke John plunged a dagger in his throat, 
Palm ran him. thro’ the body with his lance, 
Eschenbach cleft his skull at one fell blow, 

And down he sank, all weltering in his blood. 

On his own soil, by his own kinsmen slain. 

Those on the opposite bank, who saw the deed, 

Being parted by the stream, could only raise 
An unavailing cry of loud lament. ^ 

But a poor woman, sitting by the wa^ 

Raised him, and in her breast he bled to death. 

Thus has he dug his own untimely grave, 

Who sought insatiably to grasp at all. 

The cD^try round is fill’d with dire alarm. 
Tkeh«|M8es of the mountains all are watch’d. 

And sehiinels on ev’ry frontier set; 

E’en ancient Zurich barricades her gates, 

That for these thirty years have open stood, 
Dreading the murd’rers, and th’ scvengers m&se. 

For crud Agnes comes, the Hux^gBriam'qixeen, 
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To all her sex's tenden^ss a stranger. 

Arm'd tdth the thnaders of the chor^t to wreak 
Dire vjMg^anee for her parent's blood, 

On race of those that mqr&r'd him, — 

* hervani^, ehUdren, and desccmdants, — 

lilayi lls:^:stones that build their castle walls. 

her father’s tomb she’s made a row 
^iplll^ate whole generations, and 

blood as in the dew of .May. 

MblOh. ^u which way the murderers have fied ? 
SxAbvF* Nd sooner had they done the deed, than they 
Took Sight, each following a di&rent route, 

• And j^ari^, ne’er to see each other more. 

Duke John most still be wand’rix^in the mountains. 
Fubst^ And thus their crime has yieldesd them no fruits. 
Bevenge is barren of itself. It makes 
The dreadful food it feeds on ; its delight 
b murder— its satiety despair. 


Staoff. The assassins reap no profit by their crime ; 

.But we shall pluck wim unpoUuted hands 
The teeming firuits of their ensanguined deed. 

For we atb' ransomed fifim our heaviest fear ; 

The direst foe of liberty has fallen, 

, Apd, ’tis reported,: that tlie crotwn will pass 
From Habsburg s house into another line ; 

13i 6 Empire is determined to assert 
Its old prerogative of choice, I hear, 

Fuiu&T and others, 
f, ‘ , one been named to you ? 

Sr^F^AmEBimv T * The Count 

^ liuxemboiir^ widely named fdready: — 

NflPwk ^ BtsQioS,so stauDcldy by Hhe Empire t 
wd 00 ^ hi^ justice, and;^th cause. 

The Empeinr wol nm soma vaiiant friends ; 

^ V Ilell tia&mn Ati^^ revmige. 

{The j^sium^fyrg Enter Sacwat wi^ titl/m 

pefkd msss^itffer. ■■ 

. jSacBm; Hei^ chk& of Switaerlaadi 

BoBwaaiAKai^ mieiy# ^thj rsi 








